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PREFACE. 


LJEREIN  will  be  found  One  Hundred  Poems 
on  the  European  War  by  a  like  number  of 
Authors.  The  majority  of  them  are  well-known 
in  the  world  of  literature,  and  are  writers  of 
repute,  most  of  them  have  published  volumes  of 
verse.  Several  of  the  poems  have  been  specially- 
contributed.  As  will  be  seen  from  the  intimation  on 
page  2  a  Second  Volume  is  in  active  preparation, 
and  will  contain  One  Hundred  Poems  on  the 
European  War  by  Women  writers. 

CHARLES    F.   FORSHAW. 


Hanover  Square, 
Bradford , 

Decetnber  ist,  igi§. 


LIEUTENANT    FORSHAW,    V.C. 


DEDICATION. 


TO    LIEUTENANT 
WILLIAM    THOMAS    FORSHAW,     V.C. 


What  sterner  purpose  could  incite  my  muse. 
Than  human  courage  knit  with  human  skill, 
Than  art  arrayed  where  demons  lurk  to  kill, 

When  Fate  compels,  when  Science  ca^tnot  choose? 

No  note  discordant  shall  my  theme  abuse. 
For  man  has  conquered  zvhere  the  devils  till. 
And  courage  triumphed  over  every  ill; 

The  foe  has  failed  against  the  hero's  ruse. 

Foremost  in  every  path  of  human  life, 

In  Art  and  Science  as  in  Peace  and  War, 
The  House  of  Forshaw  needs  no  bugles  plea; 
Safe  from  the  holocaust  of  Prussian  strife, 
A  fame  succeeds  the  battle's  horrid  scar, — 
Lieutenant  Forshaw  wins  and  wears  "F.C" 

A.  J.   FREELAND,  LL.D. 


My  Dear  Kinsman, 

I  was  never  more  proud  of  our  Family  Name 
than  when  I  read  that  your  valiant  and  brilliant 
exploit  had  secured  for  you  the  coveted  distinction 
which  adorns  your  breast,  ind  I  thank  you  for 
permitting  me  to  Dedicate  this  Anthology  to  you. 
And  so  that  my  Readers  may  know  how  you  came 
to  win  the  "FoR  Valour"  with  which  His  Majesty 
has  decorated  you,  I  reprint  the  following  account 
of  the  incident  from  the  Times: — 

War  Office,  September  9th,  1915. 

His  Majesty  the  King  has  been  graciously  pleased 
to  award  the  Victoria  Cross  to  the  undermentioned  officer  : 
Lieutenant  Wm.  Thos.  Forshaw,  l/9th  Battahon  the 
Manchester  Regiment,  Territorial  Force. 

The  award  is  made  for  most  conspicuous  bravery 
and  determination  in  the  Gallipoli  Peninsula  from 
August  7-9. 

'*  When  holding  the  north-west  of  the  "  vineyard  "  he 
was  attacked  and  heavily  bombed  by  Turks  who  had 
advanced  time  after  time  by  three  trenches  which 
converged  at  this  point,  but  he  held  his  own,  not 
only  directing  his  men  and  encouraging  them  by 
e.xposing  himself  v\ith  the  utmost  disregard  to  danger, 
but  personally  throwing  bombs  continuously  for  41  hours. 
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When  his  detachment  was  reheved  after  24  hours 
he  volunteered  to  continue  the  direction  of  operations. 

Three  times  during  the  night  of  August  8-9  he  was 
again  heavily  attacked,  and  once  the  Turks  got  over  the 
barricade,  but  after  shooting  three  with  his  revolver  he 
led  his  men  forward  and  recaptured  it. 

When  he  rejoined  his  battalion  he  was  choked  and 
sickened  by  bomb  fumes,  badly  bruised  by  a  fragment 
of  shrapnel,  and  could  barely  lift  his  arm  from 
continuous  bomb-throwing. 

It  was  due  to  his  personal  example,  magnificent 
courage,  and  endurance  that  this  very  important  corner 
was  held." 

That  God  may  long  spare  you  to  wear  your  well- 
merited  honour  is  the  prayer  of 


Affectionately  yours, 

CHARLES   F.   FORSHAW. 


Bradford, 

Dec.  1st,  1915. 
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THE    REVEILLE. 


WHAT    WILL    YOU   SAY? 


What  will  you  say  in  the  years  to  come  ? 

You  who  are  deaf  to-day 
To  the  call  of  the  bugle,  fife  and  drum — 
O,  young  man,  what  will  you  say  ? 

^'Into  the  shadow  I  feared  to  ride',' 

This  must  your  answer  be 
To  the  stalwart  son  who  walks  by  your  side 

The  child  who  stands  at  your  knee. 

J.    A.   BROOKE,   F.R.S.L. 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  It 


REV.   ABEL  AARONSON,    D.Sc. 


TO    THE    KAISER ^ 


"V^OU  shameless,  perjured,  soul-lost  renegade, 

You  vile  abortion  in  the  form  of  man  ; 
The  eternal  future  you  for  self  have  slayed, 

The  basest  creature  since  the  world  began  ! 
You  loathsome,  monstrous,  most  unholy  thing, 

Satan  himself  has  found  abode  in  you ; 
The  fiends  of  darkness  made  all  Hades  ring 

When  first  they  of  their  latest  capture  knew. 
For  well  they  kenned  all  hope  for  you  w^as  lost — 

There  is  no  pardon  for  a  crime  like  yours ; 
And  nought  on  earth  can  pay  redeeming  cost 

For  sin  which  everlastingly  endures  I 
Merciless,  pitiless — it  is  apt  and  fit 
You  join  the  Damned  in  Hell's  unbottomed  pit! 
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REV.  GEORGE  ABEL. 


'^  SOMEWHERE   IN   FRANCE  J' 


"  COMEWHERE  in  France  ;"  it  is  a'  I  can  get 

Fae  the  billies  that  ken  o'  my  loon  ; 
"  Somewhere  in  France  "  ;  gin  they'd  only  tell's  far, 
I  wid  pairt  with  my  hinmost  half-croon. 

"  Somewhere  in  France  "  he  is  fechtin'  the  day; 

He  is  fechtin'  for  Britain  an'  richt, 
God  wi'  his  conscience  an'  nervin'  his  airm, 

An'  wi'  hell  in  his  hearin'  an'  sicht. 

"  Somewhere  in  France  "  he  is  thinkin'  o'  hame, 

Fin  the  bullets  an'  shalls  lat  him  be, 
Dreamin'  o'  Scotlan',  an'  seein'  the  glen, 

An'  the  hamestead,  his  fader,  an'  me. 

"  Somewhere  in  France  "  I  am  dootin'  he'll  fa', 
For  the  oolat's  been  hootin'  owre  near 

An'  siccan  a  dream  on  Monanday  laist ! 
It  waukent  me  sweatin'  wi'  fear. 
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"  Somewhere  in  France  "  I  may  seen  hae  a  grave — 

It  is  a'  that  I'll  get  fae  the  war ; 
Mithers  o'  Scotlan'  !  fat  mair'll  be  yours 

Than  a  grave,  an'  a  greet,  an'  hert-scar  ? 

"  Somewhere  in  France"  ;  Oh,  the  weary  refrain  ! 

An'  it's  naething  like  fat  mithers  need : 
"Somewhere"  's  a  mock  fin  we're  hung'rin'  to  ken 

For  oor  laddies  are  livin'  or  deid. 

"  Somewhere  in  France  ";  but  they  winna  bleck  God, 
For  He  sees  far  they've  pitten  oor  loons, 

An'  He'll  bring  thegither  ilk  mither  an'  son 
Fin  the  trumpet  o'  destiny  soun's. 
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FREDERICK    ANDERSON 

(Horace    Deluscar). 


A    FRENCH    VILLAGE    HAMPDEN. 

jDELLONA  tramples  out  a  must 

Of  France's  braves  to  purple  dust — 
While  widowed  France  is  weeping  by, 
To  watch  the  wine-press  heaping  high. 
Vain  her  sons'  dash  and  debonnaire, 
If  treason  lays  her  fortress  bare — 
On  her  fair  bosom,  German  hooves 
Print  "  conquered  "  in  great  gory  grooves. 
War's  Borealis  in  their  wake 
Shows  a  doomed  country  at  the  stake. 
Reverberating  on  before 
Come  shot  and  shell  and  battle's  roar 
As  death  unfurls  his  vulture  wingfs 
To  riot  o'er  unburied  things — 
While  German  clarions  ring  on  high, 
And  scornful  pickelhaubes  are  nigh, 
In  myriad  ranks  they  come,  they  come, 
Hark  to  the  rolling  thundering  drum ! 
What  iron  fronts  of  battle  dare 
See  those  grim  foes  and  not  despair. 
Is  there  no  Curtian  son  of  France, 
To  check  this  Juggernaut's  advance  ? 
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Nay,  here,  a  hero  bars  the  way, 

A  village  patriot  at  bay — 

Not  from  a  coward's  ambuscade 

Shall  his  heroic  stand  be  made, 

He  takes  the  open  like  a  man. 

To  do  and  die  the  best  he  can. 

'Tis  death,  the  dogged  Germans  broke 

The  Roman's  proud  imperial  yoke  ; 

Give  them  their  due,  them  Europe  knows 

For  daring,  fierce,  determined  foes — 

Deaf  to  the  cries  of  babes  and  wife, 

Or  parents,  and  the  sweets  of  life, 

Flash — and  a  German  goes  to Well, 

No  matter,  more  are  there  to  kill — 
Again,  again,  his  trigger  pressed, 
Wipes  out  a  blot  on  France's  breast ; 
Stung  by  their  leaden  bees  to  death, 
Valhalla  claims  his  parting  breath — 
Go  higher,  higher  yet,  my  brave  ! 
Who  scorned  to  be  a  German  slave ; 
Above  all  ancient  heroes,  they 
Died  not  for  country,  but  for  pay. 
You  shall  sit  on  the  topmost  throne, 
Among  the  bravest  ever  known — 
By  Wallace,  Winkelreid,  and  Maid 
Of  Orleans,  is  your  fittest  grade. 
La  belle  France — Lion-hearted  lair, 
Thou  never,  never  need'st  despair; 
His  valour,  blazing  like  a  star 
On  thy  fair  front,  outweighs  the  War. 
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REV.  ROBERT  ATHERTON. 


THE   NATIONS'    VOWS. 


A  T  last  the  blow  has  fallen  !  Britain,  thou 

Hast  mov'd,  and  righteously  resists  the  powers 
That,  in  these  dark  and  evil-omen'd  hours, 
Forget  that  nations  have  to  keep  a  vow — 
That,  having  plac'd  their  hands  upon  the  plough, 
They  must,  if  they  would  taste  the  Spring-time 

showers. 
And  grow  the  corn,  and  vine,  and  fruits,  and  flowers, 
They  must — nor  e'er  consider  why  or  how ! 
They  may  not  barter  trust — they  can't  allow 

That  Might  o'er  Right  should  stand  with  fortress'd 

towers, 
While  Mis'ry  mauls  fair  Beauty  in  her  bowers ! 
They  m.ust!    So,  Britain,  may  the  heavens  endow 
Our  arms  with  strength  to  fight  thy  battles  now, 
Till  kindly  Peace  returns  with  smiling  brow! 
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JAMES     BAKER. 


HERE'S    TO    THE    MEN    IN 
THE    TRENCHES. 


LJERE'S  to  the  Men  in  the  Trenches, 

The  men  who  have  held  the  line, 
And  baffled  the  foe,  by  many  a  blow, 
Thougfh  outnumbered  as  one  to  nine. 
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Here's  to  the  Men  in  the  Trenches, 

The  men  who,  so  staunch  and  true. 

Have  saved  the  lives  of  our  children  and  wives. 

And  saved  both  me  and  you. 

Here's  to  the  Men  in  the  Trenches, 
Who  have  saved  us  from  Germany's  heel ; 
And,  dogged  and  stern,  have  made  the  foe  learn 
The  keenness  of  British  steel. 


Here's  to  the  Men  in  the  Trenches, 
And  long  may  history  know  them 
In  Britain's  song.     As  the  years  roll  along, 
God  pay  them  the  debt  we  owe  them  ! 
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HENRY     E.     BANNARD. 


JUNE    ROSES. 


"O  ED  are  June's  blushing  roses, 

Red  as  the  sun  at  dawn, 
And  red  the  fields  of  Flanders, 
With  shell  and  shrapnel  torn. 

Cream-white  are  June's  pale  roses. 
Washed  by  the  gentle  rains, 

White  as  the  snows  that  covered 
The  dead  on  Poland's  plains. 

Blood-red  are  June's  rich  roses. 
Adorning  Nature's  feast, 

Red  as  the  badge  of  courage 
Which  lures  our  heroes  east. 

White  gleam  June's  lovely  roses. 
Flawless  in  Heaven's  light, 

Pure  as  the  noble  purpose 
For  which  our  heroes  fight. 
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W.    BARGERY. 


WE    ARE     COMING. 


"XAT'E  are  children  of  one  Mother, 

This  our  Fatherland  ; 
Cheer  up,  brothers,  we  are  coming, 
A  united  band. 

Chorus. 

Hold  the  fort !  for  we  are  coming 

By  your  side  to  stand. 
Cheer  up,  brothers,  be  light-hearted, 

We  are  near  at  hand. 

Be  ye  lion-hearted,  brothers, 

You  for  freedom  stand  ; 
We  are  coming  o'er  the  ocean 

To  defend  your  land. 

We  have  heard  your  cry,  my  brothers. 

Be  not  faint  of  heart ; 
We'll  be  with  you  in  the  morning. 

We  will  take  our  part. 

Have  ye  faith  in  God,  my  brothers. 

He'll  defend  the  right ; 
Though  the  night  be  dark,  the  dawning 

Will  be  very  bright. 
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JOHN     BATTESON,    M.RC.S. 


TOMMIES    ON    THE    MARCH. 


T    ET  them  know  there  are  Tommies  on  the  March, 
Let  them  hear  that  we're  coming  full  of  starch 
To  square  up  all  accounts  for  Prussia's  crime, 
You  may  bet  we'll  be  there  upon  the  time — 

Be  sure  of  that. 


Yes — we're  going  to  straighten  out  the  creases 
In  that  'Scrap  of  Paper'  they've  torn  to  pieces; 
And  we're  going  to  make  them  foot  the  bill 
If  they've  got  enough  in  the  German  till — 

Be  sure  of  that. 

They  shall  smart  for  the  tricks  and  shames  they  played 
On  the  man  and  the  maid  and  tender  babe, 
They  spared  little  alive  they  came  across 
By  command  of  the  Hohenzollern  boss — 

Be  sure  of  that. 
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Not  as  soldiers  who  to  their  duty  haste, 
But  as  brutes  with  their  unrestricted  lust, 
And  as  Anarchists,  bent  to  destroy  and  waste, 
They  laid  Belgium's  treasures  in  the  dust — 

Forget  not  that. 

'Tis  enough  that  they  know  we  all  mean  this, 
As  we  march  to  the  beat  of  Martial  drum — 
We  will  fight  for  the  Right  with  all  our  might 
Till  the  Belgian  to  his  own  has  come — 

Be  sure  of  that. 
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MACKENZIE     BELL. 


THE     COMRADE    IN    WHITER 

(It  is  said,  especially  in  the  French  Lines, 
that  after  many  encounters,  a  man  in  white 
has  been  seen  succouring  the  wounded.  The 
French  call  him  "  The  Comrade  in  White "). 


A  DOWN  the  long,  long  avenues  of  fight 

Dark  Jean  and  Pierre  beheld  Him  come.     "He 
looked," 

Said  they,  ''as  though  indeed.  He  were,  in  truth, 
Incarnate  deathless  Courage  ;    yet  withal 
Calm  with  eternal  calmness."     Much  they  told 
About  Him.     Yet,  I  smiled,  and  wondered  if 
Their  toil  and  weariness  made  them  distraught. 

One  night  the  order  came  ;    our  company 
Was  bidden  to  advance.     At  first  it  seemed 
That  all  was  well,  the  thunder  of  our  guns 
Had  opened,  so  appeared  to  us,  a  way 
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To  win  the  point  desired.     Tiien  suddenly 
We  saw  that  all  was  lost.     A  soldier  fell 
To  right  and  left  of  me.     I  was  alone ; 
A  moment  more,  and,  I  dropt,  wounded,  then 
No  more  I  knew ;    nor  was  aware  until 
The  night  was  here. 

When  I  came  to  myself 

The  stars  were  shining,  and  clear  was  the  night. 

I  lay  in  a  small  hollow.     Soon,  too  soon, 

The  tiring  recommenced.     Lo  !  then  a  step 

Majestic,  slow  (how  calm  and  unafraid) 

Approached.     At  first,  so  little  did  I  dream 

Of  Who  He  was.  that,  when  I  saw  the  white. 

Pure  texture  of  His  raiment,    'twas,  methought, 

Some  woman,  full  of  strange  forgetfulness, 

Or,  haply,  some  poor  peasant,  whose  white  smock 

Casts  shadows  thus.     He  raised  His  arms  aloft 

Unfearing  whirling  bullets,  as  though  He 

Were  now  in  act  to  bless,  and  spake  sweet  words, 

Old  and  familiar.     Then  he  raised  me  up. 

And  bore  me  hence,  to  where  soft  waters  flowed — 

Me,    tall,    large-limbed,    and,    there.    He   washed    my 
wounds, 

And  bound  them.     Great,  great  was  my  agony 

Of  body  ;    yet,  when  He  but  touched  me,  lo 

Mine  inmost  soul  was  bathed  in  very  bliss. 
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I  slept ;    and,  when  I  woke,  around  I  looked. 
The  Friend  was  with  me  still.     He  stood  apart 
As  if  in  prayer.     Anon,  with  hand  outstretched, 
Toward  me  He  gazed.     Mine  eyes  beheld  a  wound 
Upon  that  hand.     "  Wounded  you,  likewise,  are," 
I  murmured  low.     Perchance  He  heard,  perchance 
The  look  upon  my  face  told  Him  my  meaning. 
"Old  is  my  wound,"  He  said,  "and,  yet,  it  hath 
Troubled  me  much  of  late."     Swiftly  He  rose, 
"  Lie  there,  beside  the  water,  for  to-day,"  ' 

He  told  me,  "and,  to-morrow,  I  will  come, 
Of  you  I  have  much  need."     And,  so  I  lie, 
Lonely  and  weak,  my  pain  increasing,  yet 
Anchored  in  joy  because  He  comes  to-morrow. 
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REV.  RICHARD  G.  BELL,  M.A. 


HEROES    OF    ''HILL    6o'\ 


npHEY  may  sleep  in  lonely  furrows, 

But  the  life  of  their  deeds  lives  on : 
They  are  heirs  of  great  to-morrows, 

Which  shall  speak  of  the  things  they've  done. 

Side  by  side  with  fallen  foemen, 

By  death's  kinship  knit  in  one, 
In  a  sleep  no  strife  shall  waken, 

They  have  peace  though  the  war  rolls  on. 

They  have  joined  the  greater  armies. 

Who,  in  spirit,  with  us  march  on, 
In  a  land  where  no  stress  of  war  is, 

And  no  causes  are  lost  or  won. 
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ARTHUR     BENNETT. 


ARMAGEDDON. 


Tp^HE  sky  was  blue,  and  blue  the  singing  sea, 

And  blue  the  grand  old  mountain  peaks  unrolled; 
The  golden  harvests  stretched  out  plenteously, 

And  green  woods  bathed  their  feet  in  sands  of  gold. 

Peace  filled  our  souls,  and  the  waves  murmured  'Peace,' 
And  life  seemed  beautiful,  and  death  a  dream ; 

Health  breathed  on  us  with  every  morning  breeze ; 
Joy  lingered  till  the  sunset's  latest  gleam. 

When  lo!  a  cloud,  no  bigger  than  a  hand, 
Stole  over  the  cerulean  heaven,  and  spread ; 

And,  ere  we  knew  it,  horror  gripped  the  land, 
And  the  bright  waves  all  whispered  of  the  dead. 

The  sun  still  shone,  and  still  the  skies  were  fair, 
But  on  our  hearts  a  nightmare  grasp  was  laid ; 

And  there  were  phantoms  in  the  morning  air. 
And  from  our  sleep  we  woke  up  half  afraid. 
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Hell's  doors  had  opened  in  the  awful  East, 
The  fields  of  Europe  thundered  with  the  tread 

Of  gathering  hosts  as  to  the  devilish  feast 

The  vulture-monarch  moved  with  purpose  dread  ; 

And,  under  these  same  skies,  so  soft  and  clear, 
And  sounding  nearer  as  the  hours  went  by. 

We  heard  the  trumpets  call  a  hemisphere 
To  rise  and  arm,  and  put  base  slumber  by. 

Still  in  our  hearts  we  prized  our  plighted  word, 
Still  with  our  friends  we  kept  the  ancient  faith, 

And  so  once  more  we  girded  on  the  sword. 
And  went  forth  once  again  to  fight  till  death  : 

To  fight  for  freedom  for  less  favoured  folk ; 

To  stand  for  justice  under  the  blue  sky  ; 
And  from  the  sickening  nightmare  England  woke 

With  one  resolve  flaming  in  every  eye. 

Our  petty  feuds  we  trampled  in  the  dust ; 

Our  enmities  rolled  like  some  mist  away ; 
We  flung  aside  our  selfishness  and  lust, 

And  once  again  the  nation  turned  to  pray, 

And  buckled  on  its  armour,  and  so  stood 

England  once  more  in  the  high  sight  of  Heaven, 

Prepared  to  cleanse  itself  in  its  heart's  blood, 
And  asking  once  again  to  be  forgiven. 
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And  England's  children,  watching  round  the  world, 
On  England's  answer  with  a  proud  heart  hung ; 

Saw  the  old  standard  once  again  outfurled, 
And  forthright  to  their  several  places  sprung, 

While  a  weak  nation,  with  the  strength  of  ten, 
Kept  all  the  tyrant's  banded  hosts  at  bay. 

And  the  earth  trembled  to  the  tramp  of  men 
With  stout  hearts  marching  to  the  deadly  fray ; 

And  the  sea  shivered  with  the  sound  of  ships 
Moving  this  new  Napoleon's  might  to  mar, 

Save  Europe  from  the  shadow  of  eclipse, 
And  place  on  Freedom's  brow  the  final  star. 

■X-       *       -X-       ^       ^       -Sf 

'Tis  Armageddon,  but  if  God  in  Heaven 

Still  sways  the  spheres  and  rules  the  rolling  main, 

This  last  great  vvar  shall  see  Hell's  minions  driven 
Into  the  night,  never  to  fight  again. 
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WALTER    CAMPBELL    BLAKER,    M.R.C.S. 


COME    FORWARD. 


/^OME  forward,  Sons  of  Britain, 

Awake  and  sleep  no  more, 
Know  ye  what  your  fathers  did 
To  guard  their  native  shore? 

They  fought  for  England's  Freedom, 
In  those  brave  days  of  old, 

They  knew  it  was  their  duty 
To  stand  as  bulwarks  bold. 

They  fought  for  Britain's  honour, 
Stood  up  for  Right  and  Truth. 

Come  forward  in  your  manhood. 
Come  forward  in  your  youth. 

Come  forward  and  come  freely, 
With  courage  in  your  heart, 

Prepare  yourselves  for  battle, 
And  nobly  act  your  part. 
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Come  from  village,  come  from  town, 
From  hillside,  dale,  and  fen. 

Fall  in  now,  and  join  the  Flag, 
And  quit  yourselves  like  men. 


Your  King  and  Country  need  you ! 

Your  comrades  also  call 
For  help  to  save  the  nation 

From  hateful  German  thrall. 


Fight  then,  for  Right  and  Honour, 
Despair  not  should  you  die, 

The  souls  of  fall'n  men  still  live, 
God  hears  their  latest  cry. 


Life's  most  glorious  time  is  when 
Men  death  do  dare  to  live. 

Forward  then,  for  duty's  sake. 
Give  all  you  have  to  give. 


Life  on  earth  is  purposed,  planned. 
And  death,  which  comes  to  all, 

Comes  when  Destiny  decrees, 
Whatever  may  befall. 
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May  God  in  His  great  mercy, 

Uphold  you  in  the  fray, 
And  keep  you  safe  from  danger, 

And  scathless  through  each  day. 

Though  great  may  be  the  danger, 

Far  greater  is  the  need 
For  courage  to  sustain  you 

In  time  of  desperate  deed. 

Come  forward,  join  your  comrades, 
And  help  them  bear  the  strain  ; 

Forward,  and  avenge  the  death 
Of  those  oft  foully  slain. 
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W.    A.    BOYD,    M.A. 


THE    HERO    AVIATOR. 


PRE  I  see  home  I  feel  that  I  shall  die — 

Thus,  thus  the  presage  of  the  airman  king, 
As  when  a  wondering  world  in  praise  did  sing 

His  thrilling  exploit  in  the  morning  sky. 

Successful  in  his  quest  to  terrify, 

He  hurls  destruction  with  unerring  fling, 
And  lo  !  the  monster,  on  impatient  wing. 

Plunges  to  earth  from  its  demesne  on  high. 

And  yet  the  hero  of  but  yesterday — 
To-day  becomes  a  martyr  at  the  height 
Of  fame  unparalleled  in  the  realm  of  flight. 
Short-lived  the  blaze  of  glory  ?  ah,  not  so ! 
On  him  shall  nations  yet  unborn  bestow 

The  victor's  crown  of  amaranthine  bay. 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  33 


REV.   F.   T.    BRAMSTON,   M.A. 


SAVE,    LORD,    AND    HEAR     US, 
O    KING     OF    HEAVEN. 

Psalm  XX,  9. 


T    ORD  of  armies,  God  of  battles, 
Hear  us  now  !  we  humbly  cry 
For  Thy  shield,  Lord,  to  defend  us, 
For  Thy  Presence  to  be  nigh. 

What  are  all  these  hosts  around  us  ? 

What  are  all  our  warlike  schemes? 
Doomed  to  failure  ! — unless  favoured 

By  Thy  providential  gleams. 

Not  in  numbers,  though  they  seem  like 
Leaves  upon  the  forest  trees  ; 

Not  in  leaders,  not  in  weapons — 
We  ask  greater  strength  than  these. 
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Oh  !  when  dangers  press  around  us, 
Oh  !  when  foes  do  hem  us  in, 

Be  Thou  present,  be  Thou  near  us, 
Each  man's  heart-strings  nerve  within. 

Though  the  hosts  in  number  round  us 
Seem  like  sand  upon  the  shore, 

Thy  one  breath  can  make  them  vanish 
That  they  trouble  nevermore. 

For  of  old  we  know  Thy  Power : 
What  is  human  spear  or  sword  ? 

Like  clouds  only — for  a  moment, 
Then  as  nothing  at  Thy  word. 
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JOHN    C.    BRITTAIN. 


"WHO    SHALL    ABIDE." 


"VJATIONS  agree  with  nations, 
And  hand  in  hand  they  go, 
At  peace  each  with  the  other, 
Until  a  treacherous  foe — 


Unlocks  the  gates  of  hatred, 
With  a  sullen,  sudden  jar, 

And  doffs  the  smiling  vizor 

From  the  scowling  face  of  war. 

Ah  me !  in  vain  we've  striven, 
And  hoped  and  longed  for  peace  ! 

So  Britain  slips  her  war-dogs. 
That  lust  of  power  may  cease. 

Australia,  India,  Canada — 

Our  daughters,  cry  "  We  come  ! 

With  steel  and  corn  and  treasure, 
To  help  our  Mother-home," 


36  A    HUNDRED     BEST    POEMS 


"The  Day"  has  found  us  ready 
With  Russia  and  with  France 

To  wage  this  Armageddon 

And  smite  with  sword  and  lance. 

Come  forth,  Oh  German  navy, 
And  face  our  mighty  guns  ! 

How  dar^st  thou  strive  for  mastery 
'Gainst  Neptune's  fav'rite  sons? 

Oh,  England,  peaceful  England, 
Thou'rt  slow  to  draw  the  brand, 

But  wilt  not  lightly  loose  it 
From  thy  unwearied  hand  ! 

This  internecine  contest 

Shall  yield,  on  land  and  sea 

To  Britain,  France  and  Russia, 
The  palm  of  victory  ! 

The  rank  and  file  of  Germany, 
They  did  not  want  to  fight. 

Till  urged  by  him  whose  influence 
Lies  on  them  like  a  blight ; 

Who  deems  the  seal  of  Destiny 

Is  set  upon  his  brow ; 
Whose  greed,  ambition,  arrogance, 

Full  soon  will  bring  him  low ! 
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Hast  thou  forgot  Napoleon  ? 

He  once  had  dreams  like  thee ! 
On  earth  God's  sole  viceregent, 

The  man  of  Destiny  ! 

Hast  thou  forgot  Belshazzar? 

And  the  writing  on  the  wall ; 
The  "  Mene,  mene,  tekel  "  ? 

Like  him,  thou,  too,  shall  fall. 

Oh  battlefield,  war's  acre  ! 

Oh,  grave,  where  thousands  sleep  ! 
Some  killed  in  early  morning. 

And  some  at  midnight  deep. 

Heroic  Belgium,  bleeding 

Torn  by  the  Teuton  Boar, 
Thy  noble  deeds  and  valour 

Will  live  for  evermore  ! 

Italia,  Holland,  Norway, 

Once  more  for  freedom  stand  ! 

America,  and  ancient  Greece 
Come,  give  the  helping  hand  ! 

Why  gaze  askance,  so  coldly. 

You  that  are  free  and  famed  ? 
Strike  now  for  peace  and  freedom, 

Or  be  for  ever  shamed  ! 
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This  beauteous  Sabbath  morning 
When  the  village  church-bells  ring, 

I  wait  the  Great  Day's  dawning, 
Which  peace  to  man  shall  bring. 

When  envy,  strife  and  hatred 
Shall  vanish  from  the  earth, 

And  the  millions  now  in  bondage 
Be  brought  to  second  birth  ! 

Heroic  Red  Cross  nurses  ! 

How  bravely  each  works  on  ; 
A  rich  reward  awaits  you, 

When  all  this  slaughter's  done. 

Ye  mothers  to  the  dying, 
The  wounded  and  the  dead, 

How  tenderly  you  tend  them. 
Beneath  your  cross  of  red. 

The  gallant  sons  of  Britain, 

Who  followed  duty's  call, 
God  keep  them  and  protect  them. 

And  bring  them  safe  through  all ! 

They  heard  the  call  of  duty — 
Stout  heart  and  ready  hand, 

To  fight  for  King  and  Country, 
For  home  and  native  land. 
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When  victory-crowned  returning, 

They  reach  their  native  shore, 
What  shouts  of  joy  and  gratitude, 

Our  voices  shall  outpour  ! 

But  still  will  rise  the  tear-drop, 

For  those  who  lie  asleep 
On  yonder  held  of  battle, 

Or  'neath  the  silent  deep  ! 

My  God,  is  war  Thy  working  ? 

Mysterious  it  seems, 
Beyond  finite  conception, 

Beyond  the  veil  of  dreams. 

Through  all  the  fearful  carnage, 

The  Harvest  of  the  sword. 
We  look  to  Thee  for  freedom, 

It  is  Thy  promised  Word. 
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J.  A.  BROOKE,  F.R.S.L. 


ENGLAND, 


piXED  are  the  bounds  of  earth  and  sky, 
The  winds  that  meet  and  pass  us  by; 
But  free,  for  ever,  those  who  die 
For  England. 

These  are  the  good,  the  great,  the  grand, 
Ah  !  now  we  know  and  understand  ; 
And  heart  meets  heart,  and  hand  clasps  hand, 
In  England. 

Though  earthly  bonds  the  spirit  fret. 
And  we  would  have  them  with  us  yet  ; 
Shall  we  repine  ?    shall  we  regret  ? 
In  England. 

"  Westmorland  Gazette." 
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J.   J.   BROWN,   M.P.S. 


WAJ^    AND    CHRIST. 


AAT'ORLD-WAR!     The     Great    Powers    in    a 
'  *       dreadful  dance  ! 

Maelstrom  immense !  What  then  the  primal  cause? 
A  judgment-crisis  surely — not  mere  chance. 

Was  the  Most  High  forgotten  ?    And  His  laws  ? 

All  circumstance  to  that  conclusion  draws. 
Though  future  fortune  on  our  Empire  smiles, 

The  indifference  of  our  masses  makes  us  pause. 
God  sends  a  fire  not  only  on  Gentiles, 
But  upon  them  that  dwell  so  careless  in  the  isles. 

The  Day !  Is  it  the  end  of  Gentile  Times  ? 

If  Belgium  has  its  Congo  deeds  to  rue ; 
Poland  its  pogroms  ;    Europe  has  its  crimes  ; 

The  World  has.     Where,  then,  God's  Israel  true? 

In  Christless  unbelief  is  still  the  Jew. 
When  Turks  are  driven  out  of  Palestine, 

Where  are  the  People  w^orthy  to  renew 
The  Land  of  Promise,  and  to  cause  to  shine 
Over  the  wide,  wide  world  a  radiance  divine  ? 
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Ah  !  Jesus  !  Be  in  every  deed  Our  Lord. 

Let  us  do  good  to  them  that  do  us  hate. 
"Who  takes  the  sword  shall  perish  with  the  sword," 

'  Eye  for  eye '  precept  was  of  ancient  date. 

Let's  follow  Thee  into  a  higher  state — 
Into  a  higher  evolution  stage. 

Love  even  our  enemies  :    and  leave  our  fate 
To  God,  Who  will  most  surely  then  engage 
To  be  our  instant  Guide  against  all  Evil's  rage. 

Let's  rise  to  level  of  Christ's  higher  plane  ; 

Walk  close  with  God  ;     Him  love,  trust  and  obey. 
This,  this  is  being's  very  best  to  gain  ; 

This,  of  existence  the  most  excellent  way. 

For,  if  on  less  superior  ground  we  stray, 
Conditions  there  encounter'd  we  must  fight: 

And  learn  the  lessons  taught  us.     Or  we  may 
Descend  still  deeper  downwards  to  the  night 
Of  darkest,  deadest  nature,   out  with   Heaven's  own 
light. 
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Sergeant    W.    M.    BRYDEN. 


TO  A    SOLDIER'S  LOUSE. 


TIU^'EE  scamperin',  irritatin'  scunner, 

Hoo  daur  ye  worry  me,   a  wunner? 
As  if  a  hadna'  lots  tae  dae, 
Blockin'  the  road  tae  auld  Calais, 

Withoot  ye  ! 

Ye'll  hardly  let  me  hae  a  doss 

For  you  paradin'  richt  across 

Ma  back,  ma  neck,  and  doon  ma  spine, 

Thinkin'  nae  doot  ye're  daein'  fine, 

Sookin'  ma  bluid. 

When  at  ma'  country's  ca'  a  came 
Tae  fecht  for  beauty,  King,  and  hame, 
A  read  ma  yella  form  o'er  twice, 
But  it  said  nocht  'bout  fechtin'  lice, 

Or  I'd  hae  jibbed. 

When  "little  Wullies"  skiff  ma  heid, 
Or  me  aboot  tae  draw  a  bead, 
A  fain  would  stop  tae  scart  ma  back, 
Tae  shift  ye  aff  the  bitin'  tack, 

Afore  I  fire. 
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When  through  the  shirt  o'  Sister  Sue 
I  search  maist  carefully  for  you, 
I  smile  tae  think  the  busy  wench 
Ne'er  dreams  her  seams  mak'  sic  a  trench 

Tae  gie  you  cover. 

Whit  labyrinthine  dug-oots  too 
Ye're  makin'  in  oor  kilts  the  noo, 
Yer  reinforcements  tak'  the  bun, 
Encouraged  by  the  Flan'ers  sun, 

Tae  keep  us  lively. 

Gott  strafe  ye  !    little  kittlin'  beast, 
Ye  maybe  think  ye'll  mak'  a  feast 
O'  me — but  no,  ye'll  get  a  had 
When  next  ye  try  tae  promenade 

Across  ma  kist. 

The  mixture  in  the  bottle  here 
Is  bound  tae  mak'  ye  disappear, 
Nae  mair  I'll  need  tae  mak'  ye  click. 
Ane  dose  they  say'll  dae  the  trick 

As  sure  as  daith 
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HENRY    CHAPPELL. 


^' THE  day:' 


'OU  boasted  the  Day,  and  you  toasted  the  Day, 
And  now  the  Day  has  come. 
Blasphemer,  braggart  and  coward  all, 
Little  you  reck  of  the  numbing  ball, 
The  blasting  shell,  or  the  "  white  arm's  "  fall. 
As  they  speed  poor  humans  home. 

You  spied  for  the  Day,  you  lied  for  the  Day, 

And  woke  the  Day's  red  spleen. 
Monster,  who  asked  God's  aid  Divine, 
Then  strewed  His  seas  with  the  ghastly  mine  ; 
Not  all  the  waters  of  all  the  Rhine 

Can  wash  thy  foul  hands  clean. 

You  dreamed  for  the  Day,  you  schemed  for  the  Day ; 

Watch  how  the  Day  will  go. 
Slayer  of  age  and  youth  and  prime 
(Defenceless  slain  for  never  a  crime) 
Thou  art  steeped  in  blood  as  a  hog  in  slime, 

False  friend  and  cowardly  foe. 
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You  have  sown  for  the  Day,  you  have  grown  for  the 
Day; 

Yours  is  the  harvest  red. 
Can  you  hear  the  groans  and  the  awful  cries  ? 
Can  you  see  the  heap  of  slain  that  lies, 
And  sightless  turned  to  the  flame-split  skies 

The  glassy  eyes  of  the  dead  ? 

You  have  wronged  for  the  Day,  you  have  longed  for 
the  Day 

That  lit  the  awful  flame, 
'Tis  nothing  to  you  that  hill  and  plain 
Yield  sheaves  of  dead  men  amid  the  grain  ; 
That  widows  mourn  for  their  loved  ones  slain, 

And  mothers  curse  thy  name. 

But  after  the  Day  there's  a  price  to  pay 

For  the  sleepers  under  the  sod, 
And  He  you  have  mocked  for  many  a  day — 
Listen  and  hear  what  He  has  to  say : 
Vengeance  is  mine,  I  will  repay," 

What  can  you  say  to  God  ? 
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REV.  F.  ST.  JOHN  CORBETT,  M.A. 


THE    GRAVES    OF   THE    BRAVE. 

(In    Memoriam,   H.A.A.J 


"DOW  we  the  head  o'er  the  grave  of  the  brave. 

Sigh  o'er  the  warrior  laid  to  his  rest. 

War  takes  its  toll  of  the  noblest — the  best ; 
Mourners  must  weep  o'er  the  graves  of  the  brave. 


Breathe  we  a  prayer  o'er  the  grave  of  the  brave : 
God  in  His  Heaven  will  hear  as  we  call. 
Life  is  not  ended  for  heroes  who  fall ; 

Breathe  we  a  prayer  o'er  the  graves  of  the  brave. 

Sing  we  a  song  o'er  the  graves  of  the  brave. 

England  with  gratitude  rings  with  their  praise ; 

Down  through  the  ages  her  voice  will  she  raise ; 
Shouting  her  song  o'er  the  graves  of  the  brave. 
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HERBERT  J.  COX. 


WHAT    HAVE    I    DONE— I ? 


"  I  ^HOU    mother  of  fighters  !    Blest  sea-girt  lands, 

Whose  fiery  birth  the  woodland  trumpets  sang, 
Borne  by  the  fierce  invading  hordes  that  sprang 
For  plunder,  at  the  throat  of  Wessex  bands. 
Never  to  conquer,  though  perhaps  to  wound, 
Until,  fast  friendships  did  abroad  proclaim 
A  lasting  unity,  increasing  fame. 

How  shall  I  answer  Thee? 

Thou  rugged  nurse  of  Alfred,  warlike,  wise ; 

Far  distant  home  of  Christian's  iron-framed  pride ; 

Joyous  abode  of  Harry,  that  loved  to  ride 

At  play,  but  still  no  leader  to  despise ; 

Thou  faerv  realm  of  subtle  Virgin  Oueen, 

Who  toyed  with  kings,  as  they  were  pawns  indeed. 

To  snatch  thee  brilliantly  from  Spanish  greed. 

Thy  race  of  monarchs,  these ! 
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Great  Ancestress  of  Sydney,  perfect  knight ; 

Fierce  Dame  of  those  sea-dogs,  who  reckoned  ten 

Were  one  man's  odds  and  one  man's  prize  e'en  then; 

Of  those,  whom  all  the  world  did  fear  in  fight. 

As  Hawkins,  Raleigh,  Drake,  Effingham,  bold, 

In  their  puny  ships  that  rid  the  sea 

Of  such  as  dared  dispute  our  sway  so  free, 

These  are  thy  children,  these  ! 


Thou,  whose  growing  power  skilled  Marlborough  saw  ; 
Whose  widening  rule,  increased  despondent  Clive, 
Whilst  gentle  Wolfe  did  cunningly  contrive 
To  scale  the  broken  Heights  and  then  no  more 
Desired ;    Thou,  whose  threatened  life,  preserved 
Great  Wellington  and  Nelson  early  maimed, 
Whilst  fears  ran  through  thy  frame,  so  bravely  famed. 

Thou  art  my  heritage  !    Mine  ! 


For  me  the  ancient  warrior  blood,  has  fed 
A  hundred  scattered  fields  ;    while  on  the  deep, 
As  side  by  side,  the  grappling  irons  did  keep 
The  crowded,  heaving  decks,  between  the  dead 
Has  flowed  the  crimson  life  in  gushing  streams. 
For  me,  the  spirit  old  again  mounts  high  ; 
And,  as  men  tight,  this  question  needs  reply, 

What  have  I  done — I  ? 
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ANDREW    CROCKET. 


WAR-CURSED   GHOUL. 


'\7|[7"AR-CURSED  ghoul!  thy  grisly  form  does  bring 

Affliction's  bane  on  everything  on  earth ; 
Thy  power  is  seen  when  crumbling  thrones  take  wing, 
And  thy  dread  force  doth  sweep  the  lowly  hearth. 


Thy  sound  hath  made  the  very  nations  shriek 
With  agony ;  in  every  clime  and  place, 

Thy  savage  jaws  have  gnaw'd  the  strong  and  weak, 
And  brought,  dire  anguish  unto  every  race. 


Thy  baleful  eyes — red,  gory,  full  of  blood — 

Like  burning  lamps  have  scorch' d  Avhere  e'er  they 
shone ; 

•Their  horrid  glare,  like  to  the  serpent's  brood, 

Have  petrified  the  hearts  of  men  to  stone. 
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Thy  raging  mouth,  with  awful  import,  yells 

In  tones  that  freeze  the  life-blood  in  each  heart ; 

Thy  victims  drop  as  if  some  magic  spells 
Had  sped  with  force  a  poison-tainted  dart. 

Thy  mighty  arm,  with  crushing  force,  has  cleft 
The  monarch's  throne,  and  wrapp'd  his  soul  in 
gloom, 

And,  with  a  crash  of  vengeance,  it  hath  swept 
The  rank  and  file  of  kingdoms  to  their  doom. 

Thy  foot  hath  trod  the  life-blood  out  of  men. 
The  verdant  grass  has  wither'd  'neath  its  tread, 

Thine  iron  heel  has  stamp'd  beyond  man's  ken, 
And  fill'd  the  plains  with  myriads  of  dead. 

Thy  ghostly  form  hath  made  the  kingdoms  reel, 
And  toss'd  their  kings  into  oblivion's  shade. 

Their  armies  fiung  before  the  glittering  steel, 
To  feed  thy  lust  when  on  thy  fierce  crusade. 

By  thee  the  earth  is  drench'd  with  seas  of  blood, 
And  pestilence  and  famine  reign  supreme. 

While  river  beds  are  fill'd  as  with  a  flood. 

The  fountain  thou — from  whence  those  horrors 
stream, 
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What  arm  shall  e'er  arrest  thy  potent  force? 

What  mighty  voice  shall  e'er  thy  doom  proclaim  ? 
And,  by  a  law  of  justice,  thee  divorce 

From  off  the  earth,  and  all  thy  vitals  maim. 

This  is  our  watchword —  "  Conquer  and  subdue, 

And  never  flinch  till  victory  is  won. 
And  unto  Liberty  and  Truth  be  true. 

And  quench  for  ever  the  bloodthirsty  Hun." 

Let  diplomats  their  various  creeds  proclaim. 
And  perjur'd  princes  juggle  with  the  Right; 

But  we  will  triumph  yet  in  Freedom's  name. 
And  o'er  THIS  CURSE  pour  everlasting  blight. 
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WILLIAM     CRYER. 


"HAVE    FAITH    IN    GOD" 


^^,  AMID  this  world's  commotion, 

Death-charged  air,  and  mine-sown  ocean, 
Treacherous  trench,  and  shrapnel  danger, 
Where's  the  Babe  of  lowly  manger  ? 

Has  mankind  yet  scorned  His  teaching? 
Turned  a  deaf  ear  to  His  preaching? 
Though  with  wealth  of  science  gifted, 
By  His  spirit  yet  unlifted  ! 

Have  we  sown  what  we  are  reaping  ? 
Grief-dulled  eyes  are  vigil  keeping  ! 
For  the  loved,  and  dear  departed, 
Half  a  world  is  broken-hearted  ! 

Where  are  pity's  mighty  forces  ? 
Are  they  lost  to  men  and  horses  ? 
Is  the  mind  of  man  inverted  ? 
And  by  sense  of  right  deserted  ? 
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Let  no  man  of  ill-behaviour, 
Look  to  God  to  be  his  saviour  ; 
But  obedience  and  endeavour 
Shall  His  favour  win  forever  ! 

It  is  not  by  evolution, 
But  by  holy  resolution, — 
By  a  moral  transformation, 
Nation  shall  be  drawn  to  nation. 

In  this  hour  of  deepest  yearning, 
Unto  Whom  shall  be  our  turning  ? 
But  to  Him,  Who,  in  our  sorrow, 
Bringeth  joy  upon  the  morrow. 

And  the  fatherless  He  keepeth 
In  His  eye — which  never  sleepeth — 
And  the  widow's  cause  He  maketh 
His  concern,  and  ne'er  forsaketh. 

With  Him  first  in  all  our  thinking. 
From  His  standard  never  shrinking, 
Who  is  he  shall  stand  before  us  ? 
Who  are  they  shall  triumph  o'er  us  ? 

Not  the  man  who  dares  to  glory 
In  his  shame  !    His  sordid  story 
Through  all  future  years  shall  travel. 
Theme  for  men  of  crime  and  cavil ! 
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What  if  vengeance  claim  exaction, 
For  the  foulest  human  action  ? 
If  we  measure  give  for  measure, 
Who  shall  give  us  back  our  treasure  ? 

God,  Who  in  the  Heavens  reigneth, 
And  the  wrath  of  man  restraineth, 
Though  its  princes  have  betrayed  it, 
He  shall  judge  the  world,  Who  made  it 

In  this  fearfullest  upheaval. 
Doubt  we  not  the  doom  of  evil ; 
"  There  is  no  God  " — so  we  read  it — 
But  "  the  fool  "  it  was,  who  said  it ! 

Shall  thy  fate,  fair  Lusitania, 
Mark  the  climax  of  a  mania  ? 
A  full  cup's  abominations, 
Execrated  of  the  nations  ! 

Though  the  world  be  passion-driven, 
And  our  hearts  be  anguish- riven. 
Every  blade  on  earth's  green  sod. 
Pointing,  pleads,  Have  Faith  In  God  ! 
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S.    GRESHAM    DODSLEY. 


THESE    THINGS   SHALL    LAST. 

"These  things  shall  last,  tho'  men  are  swept  away  by  warfare 
in  their  thousands.     These  shall  last." 


r^  REEN  fields,  and  over  all  the  blue  of  day, 

The  rosy  flush  of  sunrise  on  the  hills, 
Sweet  flowers  that  cluster  round  the  feet  of  May, 
And  those  grand  thoughts  the  sunset  hour  instils. 

Pale  moonlight  streaming  thro'  a  quiet  wood, 
And  over  all  the  gentleness  of  night. 

The  broadly-flowing  river,  high  aflood. 
And  pressing  onward  to  the  ocean  bright. 

The  softly  moulded  valleys,  and  the  hills 

That  stretch  along  the  skyline,  chain  on  chain ; 

The  dimple  on  the  sun-kissed  lake ;  the  rills 
That  slip  along  the  hillside  to  the  plain. 
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The  rhythm  of  the  swaying  moon-drawn  tide 
Upon  the  sandy  ripple-furrowed  shore ; 

Brown  fisher-boats  that  all  unseeming  glide 
To  harbour  when  the  toil  of  day  is  o'er. 

The  mystery  of  midnight  and  the  sky 

Ablaze  with  stars  undimmed  by  earth's  war  cloud; 
The  comfort  of  a  sympathetic  eye, 

A  warm  hand-clasp,  amid  the  busy  crowd. 

These,  and  the  all-abiding  love  of  God, 
That  thro'  the  countless  ages  of  the  past 

Has  lit  the  path  young  feet  have  lightly  trod. 

These — and  the  love  of  God — Ah !  These  shall  last. 
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C.     DONNER,     M.S.P. 


KAISER    WILHELM    THE    SOWER. 


"VrOU  have  sown  to  the  wind,  Kaiser  Wilhelm, 

And  the  wind  you  shall  certainly  reap, — 
A  whirlwind  of  judgment  and  justice 
Shall  over  your  Empire  sweep. 

You  have  sown  to  the  sword,  Kaiser  Wilhelm, 
And  the  sword  of  the  Lord  shall  decide 

The  cause  of  the  widow  and  orphan, 

Which  to  Heaven  for  vengeance  hath  cried. 

You  have  sown  to  the  flesh,  Kaiser  Wilhelm, 
To  world-wide  dominion  and  power. 

And  the  harvest  shall  be  of  corruption, 
Your  Empire  is  crumbling  this  hour. 

You  have  sown  unto  blood,  Kaiser  Wilhelm, 
And  the  harvest,  too,  shall  be  blood ; 

And  your  boasted  strength  shall  be  futile 
To  lift  you  above  the  red  flood. 
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You  have  sown  desecration,  O  Kaiser, — 
God  Almighty  trouble  your  dreams, 

Destroyer  of  cities  and  temples, 
Vandal  of  Louvain  and  Rheims. 


Do  you  think  God  will  hear  you,  O  Kaiser, 
When  the  harvest  of  sorrow  you  reap  ? 

Do  you  dare,  who  never  show  mercy. 

To  suppose  heaven's  judgments  will  sleep  ? 

You  shall  reap  as  you've  sown,  Kaiser  Wilhelm, 
And  the  harvest  is  ripening  apace  ; 

In  that  day  you  shall  call  upon  heaven, 
But  your  crimes  shall  cover  God's  face ; 

For  God,  who  exalteth  the  humble, 

Abaseth  the  haughty  and  proud  ; 
And  the  blood  of  innocent  Abel 

From  the  reddened  earth  crieth  aloud. 
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The   Rev. 
LAUNCELOT    DOWDALL,   B.D.   LL.B. 


FRENCH    WAR    SONG, 


/^HARGE  on  !  ye  sons  of  noble  France, 

Yield  not  to  dastard  foe ; 
But  through  the  serried  ranks  advance, 
To  death  or  glory  go  ! 

Charge  on  !  but  oh  !  remember  those 
Whose  throbbing  hearts  are  nigh, 

And  think,  as  each  to  battle  goes. 
Ye  hear  their  wailing  cry. 

Charge  on!  if  e'er  ye  loved  a  wife, 

A  parent  dear,  a  child ; 
Nor  seek  to  shun  the  awful  strife, 

And  live  base  slaves  reviled. 

Charge  on  !  and  think  of  Bayard  brave, 

That  noble,  dauntless  knight. 
Whose  bones,  alas !  lie  in  the  grave, 

Whose  deeds  were  pure  and  bright. 
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Charge  on  !  and  keep  the  sacred  name 

Of  France  unsulHed  still, 
Which  never  German  tribe  could  tame, 

Nor  Caesar's  iron  will. 

Charge  on !  ye  hear  the  solemn  roll 

Of  drums  urge  on  the  fight. 
May  God  have  mercy  on  each  soul, 

And  shield  us  by  His  might ! 

Charge  on  !  but  if  ye  fall  to-day, 

Ye  die  to  save  your  land, 
And  many  a  one  shall  come  to  pray, 

Where  fell  the  faithful  band. 

Charge  on  !  and  all,  who  now  are  slain, 

Shall  gain  a  peaceful  rest  : 
That  land,  which  gave  them  birth,  again 

Shall  clasp  them  to  her  breast. 
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ERIC     DYNES. 


''MOTHER    ENGLAND" 

(A  Song  of  Patriotism). 


pOR  love  of  Mother  England, 

Her  sons  have  gone  to  war ; 
To  meet  their  ruthless  foemen, 

As  did  their  sires  of  yore  : 
No  thought  of  self  or  comfort 

Has  stayed  them  from  the  fight ; 
One  trumpet  call  inspired  them, 

The  clarion  of  right. 


For  love  of  Mother  England, 

We  bade  our  best  adieu  ; 
And  sped  them  with  the  blessing 

Of  loyal  hearts  and  true  : 
Though  severed  far  by  distance, 

There's  ne'er  a  one  forgot  ; 
Warm  hearts  beat  in  the  palace, 

As  well  as  lowly  cot. 
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For  love  of  Mother  England, 

Her  children  heard  the  call 
Of  God  and  King  and  Country, 

And  freely  gave  their  all  : 
Upon  that  worthy  altar 

Their  lives  were  dedicate  ; 
No  need  to  press  their  service, 

No  sacrifice  too  great. 

In  love  of  Mother  England, 

We'll  greet  them  home  again  ; 
When  truth  has  royally  triumphed, 

And  peace  resumed  her  reign  : 
While  they  who  die  for  duty, 

And  welfare  of  their  race  ; 
In  heart  of  Mother  England, 

Shall  ever  have  a  place. 
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ANTHONY    C.     FARRINGTON,    M.R.C.S. 


THE    OLD     OAKS. 

Symbols  of  the  British  innate  power  and  endurance, 
so  abundantly  manifested  in  the  great  European  War. 


p^AIL    to   the    grand    old   British    Oaks,    and   the 
fighting  power  of  man, 

For    sap    and    blood    in    long   descent,    accord   with 
nature's  plan  ; 

Both  Oak  and  heart  survive  to-day,  from  the  stirring 
Norman  time, 

When  man  with  bow  and  arrows  fought,  and    Oaks 
were  in  their  prime. 

Just  as  the  giant  trunks  denote  accumulated  power, 

Oft  has  physique  increased  in  man,  to  serve  in  danger's 
hour; 

And   generations  one  by  one  leave  marks  of  higher 
grade, 

From  days  when  British  prestige  saw  its  deep 
foundations  laid. 
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Could  but  these  living  monuments  just  speak  of  the 
long,  long  past, 

Their  pond'rous  outstretch'd  branches,  too,  more  light 
on  History  cast ; 

What  thrilling  tales  of  bravery,  the  Oaks  could  then 
unfold, 

Ancestral  pluck  inherited,  and  deeds  supremely  bold. 

Of  days  when  oft  times  '  frightfulness ',  and  ignorance 
prevailed, 

When  savages  and  murderous  barbarians  assailed  ; 

Of  victories  by  sea  and  land,  and  hardships  overcome, 

The  same  old    British  Oaks  could   tell  what    British 
pluck  had  done. 

Hurrah !  for  the  British  Warriors  in  European  strife, 

Firm  as  an  Oak  of  magnitude  and  nobly  risking  life  ; 

Cast  from  a  brave  and  sturdy  type  of  warlike  British 
stock. 

They  come  from  a  tough  and  solid  base,  like  chips  of 
an  old  Oak  block. 
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REV.  SIR  G.  R.  FETHERSTON,  Bart. 


OUR    SOLDIERS    IN    BATTLE. 

"He  maketh  wars  to  cease." 


nPHOU    Who  hast  called  our  sons  to  fight 
For  England's  glory,  England's  right, 

And  leave  the  Fatherland  so  dear  , 

Let  courage  overrule  all  fear. 

O  God,  our  soldiers  help,  we  pray, 
And  make  them  victors  of  the  day  ! 


There  are  dark  clouds  ;    and  who  may  tell, 

Jesus,  for  those  we  love  so  well 

What  the  unseen  may  yet  reveal  ; 

Let  them  at  least  Thy  Presence  feel. 
O  God,  our  soldiers  help,  we  pray. 
And  make  them  victors  of  the  day  ! 
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When  to  the  battle  fierce  they  go, 
Shield  with  Thy  strength  against  the  foe 
All  who  our  King  are  serving  there  ; 
For  conflicts  dire  their  hearts  prepare. 
O  God,  our  soldiers  help,  we  pray. 
And  make  them  victors  of  the  day  ! 

Hasten  the  time  when  wars  shall  cease, 
Still  the  wild  billows  with  Thy  Peace, 
Cleanse  all  the  earth  from  shame  and  strife ; 
Give  at  the  last  eternal  life. 

O  God,  our  soldiers  help,  we  pray, 
And  make  them  victors  of  the  day  ! 
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NOEL  FLEMING 


AT    LONG    LAST. 


Great  England,  Scotland — ay,  and  Erin  too, 

And  Gallant  Wales,  and  far  New  Zealand  true, 

Nay — all  of  Overseas  (that  vast  demesne 

Where  sun  ne'er  sets,  and  George — please  God, 
shall  reign 

Victorious  and  long — all  foes  repelled ; 

His  mission,  ye  yet  closer  yet  to  weld — 

Ye  daughter  peoples  of  your  Parent  State, 

Your  life-blood  blent — one  Lord,  one  Flag,  one  Fate). 

Great  Britain,  ay,  and  Greater  Britain  too ; 
Great  Nations,  your  Allies,  have  looked  to  you, 
And  not  in  vain  have  trusted ;  not  in  vain 
That  you  would  share  their  holocaust  of  pain, 
And  gladly  in  this  strife  of  righteous  Right, 
'Gainst  all  a  Tyrant's  mailed  and  misused  might, 
Would  calmly,  nobly,  purposefully  stand 
For  all  she  means  to  you,  your  Mother-land. 

Great  Empire — Greatest  in  this  hour,  I  ween 
Such  hour,  more  fateful  than  your  sons  have  seen. 
The  scales  are  poised.     Unleashed  the  dogs  of  war, 
Athirst  and  grim,  unchecked  press  on.     What  for? 
Perchance,  in  truth,  that  all  the  World  may  learn. 
That  those  whose  hearts  for  GOD  and  Honour  burn, 
At  long  last  conquer,  though  in  Death  they  lie : 
A  heritage  is  theirs  that  does  not  die. 
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J.    G.    S.    FLETT. 


BRITAIN'S    DAY. 


T    O  !    the  Empire's  call  to  duty 

Has  resounded  o'er  the  land, 
And  the  sons  of  Britain  rally 

To  the  flag,  on  every  strand. 
What  a  grand  response  is  given 

To  the  mother  country's  call ; 
In  her  hour  of  need  united, 

They  have  answered  one  and  all. 

Now,  where  Britain's  flag  is  flying 

Over  liberty  and  light, 
From  Canada,  and  Africa 

They  know  her  cause  is  right ; 
Australia  and  India — 

All  ready,  come  what  may  ; 
Lo  !  the  Empire's  call  is  answered  ; 

And  it  shall  be  Britain's  Day. 

Stout  of  heart,  and  lithe  of  sinew, 

As  their  fathers  were  of  yore. 
Faithful  to  the  old  traditions, 

They  are  plunged  in  Europe's  gore  ; 
And  Britannia  knows  her  pathway 

Shall  with  blood  and  tears  be  drenched, 
Till  the  super-Hun  is  finished. 

And  the  Teuton  fire  is  quenched. 


70  A    HUNDRED     BEST    POEMS 

'Tis  the  Day  of  Britain's  honour, 

'Tis  the  Day  of  Britain's  might ! 
Well  she  knows  it,  well  she  shows  it 

In  the  fiercest  of  the  fight. 
Vain  the  Teuton  dream  of  conquest, 

And  his  scheming  for  the  fray. 
Yes,  the  dawn  is  fast  approaching, 

But  it  shall  be  Britain's  Day ! 

When  the  roll  of  battle's  vanished, 

And  the  victory  is  won, 
When  we've  squared  the  business  over, 

And  we've  settled  with  the  Hun, 
When  the  blood-soaked  lands  of  Europe 

Their  grimmest  records  tell, 
Men  shall  brand  the  art  of  Kultur 

As  a  servitor  of  Hell. 

Lo  !  the  Empire  stands  united, 

'Tis  no  idle  empty  dream  ! 
'Tis  the  hour  of  Britain's  greatness  ; 

She  has  risen  all  supreme  ! 
Europe's  liberty  is  threatened 

By  a  cruel  tyrant's  sway ; 
But  the  dawn  of  peace  triumphant 

Shall  illume  Britannia's  Day — 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  7 I 


JOHN    M.    FOSTER. 


IN   MEMORY   OF    THE    NOBLE    DEAD. 

(Field-Marshal  Earl  Roberts,  V.C.  K.G.  K.P.) 

Obit.  France,  Nov.  14,  1914. 

""  Mors  Janua   Vitce." 

"  After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  sleeps  well." 


T_I  USH  !    mournful  tidings  fill  the  air, 

Speak  low,  and  bare  the  head  ; 
Comes  the  sad  news  from  sunny  France, 
"The  Soldiers'  Friend  "  is  dead  ! 

Nearing  the  booming  of  the  guns, 

Nearing  the  deadly  strife. 
Still  in  the  service  of  his  King, 

He  gave  his  valued  life. 

From  Death's  inflexible  command. 
No  human  power  could  save  ; 

But  England  mourns  Her  gallant  Son, 
The  bravest  of  the  brave  ! 
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A  star  in  England's  "  Empire  "  crown, 

Now  for  a  time  is  dim  ; 
But  the  great  lustre  of  his  fame, 

Still  brightly  shines  within. 


Beloved  by  all,  decried  by  none, 
He  played  a  manly  part : 

In  all  those  virtues  England  loves, 
Dear  to  the  Soldier's  heart. 


Full  of  that  "  chivalrv  "  of  War, 
Taught  by  the  great  St.  John  ; 

When  Red  Cross  Knights  in  olden  times 
Their  splendid  victories  won. 


Great  in  nobility  of  soul, 

In  "  War  "  and  "  Peace  "  the  same  ; 
His  life  well  spent  for  England's  sake, 

Shall  live  in  deathless  fame ! 

Such  men  as  these  in  every  age, 

A  nation's  virtues  show  ; 
And  as  the  passing  years  go  by, 

Shine  with  increasing  glow  ! 
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In  Old  St.  Paul's,  with  massive  dome, 

Rising  far  over-head  ; 
There  the  great  spirits  of  the  past, 

Welcomed  "  the  noble  dead  !  " 

There  Nelson,  Wellington,  and  West, 
Fearless,  and  brave,  and  free  ; 

With  sacred  song  and  holy  chant, 
Shall  keep  him  company  ! 

Sleep,  warrior  soul,  thy  rest  well  won. 

Safe  on  that  blessed  shore  ; 
Where  life's  dark  shadows  end  in  "  Light, 

And  suns  shall  set  no  more  ! 

Sweet,  blessed  thought,  to  know  at  last, 

We  have  not  lived  in  vain  ; 
That  husband,  father,  wife,  and  child, 

Shall  one  day  meet  again  ! 
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A.  J.    FREELAND,   LL.D. 


BRA  VO  ! 

To  Lieutenant  Williatn  T.  Forshaw,  V.C. 
(//p  Battalion,  Matichester  Regiment,  R.F.A.). 


A  ND  so  young  Forshaw,  it  was  left  to  you, 

To  blood  the  Ninth  with  deeds  of  derring-do; 
Manchester  town,  my  lad,  is  proud  of  you, — 

Bravo ! 

Ah !  what  a  title-deed  is  yours  to  Fame, 
Which  of  our  lads  who  would  not  do  the  same 
In  Will  at  least  ?  yet  you  have  earned  your  name,- 

Bravo ! 

True  to  your  Motto,  you  have  done  your  bit, 
Winning  your  honours  by  your  manly  grit, 
First  in  the  Scroll  of  Fame,  your  name  is  writ — 

Bravo  ! 

Long  as  the  years  shall  last,  by  young  and  old 
Thy  deeds  of  robust  daring  will  be  told. 
Deeds  that  shall  be  inscribed  in  words  of  gold, — 

Bravo ! 
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Children  will  lisp  thy  record  day  by  day, 
And  sing  the  valour  of  that  wonder-fray, 
When  Forshaw  fought  and  kept  the  foe  at  bay- 
Bra  vo  ! 

Forty-one  hours  you  wrestled  clean  with  Death, 
Never  assuming  you  could  lie  beneath  ; 
In  deep-laid  trench  you  won  a  warrior's  wreath,- 

Bravo ! 

Forty-one  hours  you  braved  the  Turkish  host, 
Staying  each  rush,  belying  their  proud  boast, 
And  at  the  end  stood  victor  at  your  post, — 

Bravo ! 

Bravo  !  Lieutenant  Forshaw,  thrice  Bravo  ! 
Fortune  betide  you  whereso'er  you  go, 
Manchester  greets  you,  with  all  hearts  aglow, — 

Bravo ! 


7^  A    HUNDRED    BEST    POEMS 


REV.    SAM.    GASKING,    LL.D. 


QH  !  soothed  to  sleep  be  ev'ry  pain, 

And  silent  be  the  throbbing  breath  ; 
Let  not  the  broken  heart  complain 
That  on  the  field,  and  on  the  main 
The  dear  ones  met  their  death. 


For  them  the  battle  scenes  are  past, 

With  all  their  doubt  and  care  and  fear; 
The  mighty  cannon's  with'ring  blast, 
The  bursting  shot  and  shell,  at  last 
They  do  no  longer  hear. 


For  King  and  for  their  motherland, 

From  happy  homes  they  forth  did  go ; 
Fir'd  by  a  courage  high  and  grand, 
They  made  a  firm  and  gallant  stand, 
Against  a  cruel  foe. 
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Before  a  God  that  judges  right, 

By  sudden  summons  they  have  gone  ; 
Now  hidden  things  are  clear  and  bright, 
Their  kindly  deeds  are  brought  to  light, 
Blest  are  thev  ev'rv  one. 


Oh  !    loving-  hearts  so  brave  and  true  ! 

For  all  you  cherish'd  you  have  died ; 
You  strove  your  duty  well  to  do  ; 
Why  should  we  weep  and  mourn  for  you, 

Safe  at  your  Captain's  side  ? 
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REV.   J.    G.   GIBSON,   LL.D. 


THE  SOLDIER  BOY'S  LAST  LETTER. 


npHE  Nurse  sits  near  your  wounded  boy, 

And  writes  these  lines  for  me : 
My  hand  is  numb  ;   I  cannot  write  ; 
My  eyes  too  pained  to  see. 

O  mother  dear,  be  not  cast  down, 

For  God  above  knows  all ; 
And  all  the  armies  of  the  world 

To  Him  must  rise  and  fall. 

A  week  ago  beside  a  gun 

We  stood,  my  mates  and  I ; 
We  swept  the  field  of  every  foe^ 

Those  living  we  made  fly. 

The  Colonel  said,  "  My  lads,"  said  he, 

"  That  work  was  finely  done  ; 
And  by  your  steady  service,  lads. 

This  day  by  us  is  won." 
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But  as  we  brought  the  gun  away, 

I  heard  a  bursting  shell. 
Your  boy  was  struck,  and  badly  hurt. 

But  how  I  cannot  tell. 

Nurse  tells  me  I  must  surely  die ; 

I  know  she  tells  me  true  ; 
I'd  go  to-day,  my  pain's  so  sore, 

Could  I  but  once  see  you. 

Don't  grieve,  dear  mother,  for  your  boy, 
Think  of  the  Colonel's  praise. 

Think  of  your  lad  as  one  of  those 
Who  dared  life's  battle  days. 

And  tell  the  boys  a  vacancy 

Is  waiting  now  for  one  ; 
Tell  them  of  other  days  to  win  ; 

Tell  them  when  I  am  gone. 

Ask  them  to  take  the  place  I  lost 

When  for  you  all  I  fell. 
Give  them  my  love,  kiss  Nell  good-bye. 

Poor  little  sister  Nell. 

It  is  not  hard  for  me  to  die — 

I'm  dying  for  you  all. 
Ask  all  the  boys  to  come  and  fight 

At  your  boy's  dying  call. 
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CHARLES     GOFF. 


BRITAIN'S    FALLEN    HEROES. 


nPHE  twilight  deepens,  the  gray  mists  thicken 

Over  the  river  that  seaward  flows, 
And  the  purple  disc  of  the  sun  falls  stricken 
With  splendid  death,  like  a  flaming  rose. 

The  clouds  shape  into  the  forms  of  horses 
And  men  who  ride  with  determined  might 

Against  the  onrush  of  hostile  forces, 

Their  swords  and  spears  flashing  angry  light. 

They  meet  and  mingle  in  vast  confusion, 
In  stormy  rage  and  unbounded  fear; 

Then  night  sweeps  over  the  wild  illusion, 
They  melt  in  shadow  and  disappear. 

But  I,  who  linger  in  meditation, 

Behold  in  vision  the  men  who  died — 

Who  gave  up  all  for  their  land  and  nation — 

Gave  youth  and  courage  and  strength  and  pride. 
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In  the  dim  night-watches  they  pass  before  me, 
With  bodies  broken  and  faces  pale, 

And  the  burning  orbs  of  their  eyes  implore  me 
To  speak  their  grief  to  the  men  who  fail. 

"We  left  our  homes  with  their  peace  and  beauty, 
We  left  the  women  who  loved  us  well, 

We  made  our  stand  in  the  path  of  duty, 
And  under  the  hail  of  the  guns  we  fell. 

"And  now  we  rest  where  the  moon  shines  dimly 
On  woods  that  wake  to  the  cannon's  roar, 

Or  near  desolate  towns  which  rise  up  grimly 
On  the  shell-torn  soil  of  an  alien  shore. 

"Go  !  rouse  the  sluggard  and  wake  the  sleeper, 
And  bid  them  enter  the  lists  of  pain  ; 

For  each  is  counted  his  brother's  keeper, 
And  one  must  lose  for  another's  gain. 

"Better  to  fight  for  the  things  we  cherish, 
For  faith  and  freedom,  and  all  we  claim — 

Better  to  strike  for  the  right  and  perish, 
Than  live  in  lasting  contempt  and  shame." 

They  speak  and  pass,  but  their  deeds  for  ever 
Shall  shine  resplendent  thro'  future  years. 

And  the  trumpet-call  of  their  brave  endeavour 
Shall  thrill  with  wonder  their  children's  ears. 
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FRANK  H.  B.  GRAVES. 


THE    NAMELESS   HERO. 


/^OMRADES  were  falling  around. 

On  came  the  Hunnish  host. 
Over  the  corpse-strewn  ground 
He  boldly  dashed  from  his  post. 

Undaunted  he  faced  the  foe  : 
By  the  bursting  shrapnel  hit, 

Now  a  lifeless  form  laid  low, 
He  bravely  did  his  bit ! 

-x-      *      ^ 

There's  a  prayer  on  the  lips  of  one 
Somewhere  across  the  foam  ; 

From  the  lowly  hearth  it  may  come ; 
Perhaps  from  a  stately  home. 

Perhaps  from  a  sobbing  wife 
Who  bore  the  hero  a  son, 

Ere  he  nobly  risked  his  life, 
At  the  Call  of  Duty  done. 
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Or  is  it  a  mother's  pray'r? — 
A  pray'r  for  her  only  boy, — 

The  son  she  was  proud  to  rear — 
Till  he  was  her  only  joy. 

Someone  is  praying  for  him, 
And  calling  him  back — in  vain  ! 

Somebody's  eyes  grow  dim 

Through  nights  of  sorrow  and  pain. 

*       -Sf       -x- 

For  King  and  Country  he  gave 
His  life  in  a  wild  advance. 

And  now — in  a  nameless  grave 
He  lies — somewhere  in  France. 
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FRANK    G.    GREENWOOD. 


HER     ONLY    SON. 


jLIER  only  son  has  marched  away 
To  join  his  country  in  the  fray ; 
Her  kiss  upon  his  lips  he  bore — 
She  smiled  upon  him  from  the  door, 

Then  turned  aside  to  weep  and  pray : 

"  O  Mary,  mother,  be  my  stay. 
For  thou  know'st  how,  from  day  to  day. 
The  mother-spirit  broodeth  o'er 
Her  only  son  !  " 

On  hapless  Belgium's  blood-stained  clay 
The  Autumn  dawn  rose  bleak  and  gray  ; 
Afar  was  heard  the  cannon's  roar, 
But  one,  alas,  will  hear  no  more, 
For  still  in  death  her  hero  lay — 
Her  only  son  ! 
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THOMAS     GREY. 


PEACE    AND     WAR. 


T   STOOD  in  the  night-time  silence, 

And  gazed  on  the  realms  above, 
Where  the  stars  in  lonely  watchtowers, 
Looked  down  with  their  eyes  of  love, 
And  each  cloud  in  its  snowy  whiteness. 
Sped  on  like  a  peaceful  dove. 

The  flash  of  a  star  now  falling. 
Gleamed  forth  from  the  dark,  dark  sky, 
And  the  gates  of  space  were  opened. 
As  the  shaft  of  light  passed  by, 
And  closed  again  as  it  disappeared, 
In  those  unknown  regions  high. 

Not  a  sound  was  heard  as  I  listened, 
Not  an  echo  did  reach  my  ear, 
For  the  quiet  of  death  was  hanging, 
On  the  night-time  atmosphere. 
And  the  moon  with  her  waning  lustre, 
Lay  back  like  a  blood-red  smear. 

I  stood  in  the  mystic  silence, 

And  gazed  on  that  calm  domain, 

But  my  thoughts  were  filled  with  sorrow, 

As  they  came  to  this  earth  again. 

For  I  knew  that  hell,  not  heaven. 

On  this  globe  of  ours  did  reign. 
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Yes,  a  horrid  fear  engulfed  me, 
As  I  stood  in  the  silent  night, 
For  a  vision  came  onrolling, 
That  dimmed  my  lingering  sight. 
And  blurred  those  stars  in  the  silence, 
That  shone  in  the  far  off  height. 

I  saw  on  land  and  on  ocean, 

That  hideous  thing  called  war. 

With  her  pinions  drenched  and  trailing, 

Through  blood  in  those  fields  afar, 

Which  flows  like  a  frenzied  torrent, 

Where  the  fierce  grim  warriors  are. 

I  heard  that  ominous  thunder, 

In  my  ears  as  it  echoed  and  fell, 

I  could  see  those  heaps  where  the  slaughtered 

Had  met  the  death-dealing  shell. 

And  the  corn  fields  yellow  in  sunlight, 

Had  been  turned  to  a  blood-red  hell. 

I  turned  my  face  in  my  anguish. 
And  prayed  that  the  crime  might  cease. 
That  the  love  of  God  and  brotherhood. 
On  the  earth  would  soon  increase. 
And  the  fruits  of  war  soon  ripen, 
To  a  world-wide  lasting  peace. 
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T.     GRICE. 


A     PLEA     FOR    BELGIUM. 


"DRAVE  Belgium,  for  another's  sake, 

Is  bowed  beneath  oppression's  strain ; 
A  nation  weeps,  but  cannot  wake 
Her  sons  that  slumber  on  the  plain. 


The  lark  that  soars  the  morning  skies, 
The  sun  that  tips  the  eastern  crest, 

No  more  the  buried  hope  will  rise, 
Or  cheer  again  the  weary  breast. 


Ah  !  stricken  land — alas  !  no  more 
The  mother  croons  her  lullaby ; 

No  smiling  children  grace  the  door, 
To  greet  the  weary  passer-by. 
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The  proud  Aggressor's  lordly  tread 

Has  still'd  with  fear  the  prattling  tongue ; 

A  nation's  sorrow  for  her  dead 

Has  hush'd  for  e'er  the  maiden's  song. 


Only  the  babe's  untutored  mind 
Is  all  unconscious  of  the  strife  ; 

Those  tearless  eyes  alone  are  blind 
Where  misery  and  woe  are  rife. 


Pure  Innocence,  unmarred  bv  fear 
E'en  that  no  tyranny  defiles  ; 

Receives  the  mother's  fallen  tear, 

Turns  in  her  slumbers,  and  she  smiles. 


Ah  !  sweet,  sweet,  dreamer  slumbering  so, 
Rest  on  in  peace  thy  downy  head ; 

Happy  thou'lt  be  to  never  know 
At  what  a  cost  that  tear  was  shed. 


When  Time  has  played  this  rapid  role, 
When  Satan's  host  shall  play  its  part ; 

Only  the  vain  Usurper's  soul 

Will  know  the  anguish  of  that  heart. 
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Ye  mothers  in  my  native  land, 
Gaze  on  the  infant  at  thy  breast  ; 

Wilt  let  thy  neighbour  need  thy  hand  ; 
Better  than  I — ye  know  the  rest. 


She  treads  thy  land,  a  pauper  not, 
A  homeless  wanderer — even  why  ? 

Ask  of  thine  heart — what  is  her  lot, 
Is  she  thy  sister — shall  she  die  ? 


And  ye  my  brothers,  should  ye  tread 
The  soil  where  lie  the  nobly  brave ; 

With  reverend  mien,  unveil  thine  head 
For  thou'lt  be  near  a  hero's  grave. 


And  even  should  ye  not  descry 
The  lofty  dome  of  rich  device, 

There  lingers  where  their  ashes  lie 
The  halo  of  true  sacrifice. 


go  A    HUNDRED    BEST    POEMS 


D.   A.   GRIFFITHS. 


(Written  during  a  lull  in  hostilities). 


"  I  "HE  air  is  ominous — all  silent,  still, 

Oppressive  with  suspense — winds  scarcely  breathe, 
Yet,  rolling  turbulent  above  yon  hill, 

A  cloud  so  dark  that  none  it  can  deceive — 
All !  all !  with  apprehension  it  must  fill, 

Soon  it  will  break — and  many  then  will  grieve ; 
Behold  that  lurid  flash !  'tis  past — no  more 
The  deafening  peal,  the  dreadful  thunder  roar. 

Thus  nature  does  proclaim  the  coming  storm, 
Death-like  in  stillness  ere  it  does  appear — 

And  stillness  now  more  dreadful  does  alarm 
Foreboding  clash  of  arms  approaching  near, 

When  pent  up  vengeance  will  itself  disarm, 
And  harnessed  rage  succumb,  put  out  of  gear ; 

When  swords  will  clash  and  direful  cannons  roar, 

And  carnage  glut  itself  with  human  gore. 
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I  see  the  lion  crouched  his  prey  to  rend, 

And  kindled  are  his  eye-balls  fierce  with  fire  : 

His  prowess  challenged — this  he  will  defend, 
Not  that  the  contest  he  did  first  desire, 

But  being  roused  his  vigour  he  will  spend, 
And  all  his  social  allies  will  inspire 

To  stand  the  tempest  and  endure  the  shock 

Unmoved,  unshaken,  as  the  solid  rock. 


Say,  shall  the  Lion  from  the  Panther  fly  ? 

As  if  an  Eagle  fled  before  a  Crow ! 
Britons  are  Britons  when  in  war  they  die, 

The  victory  theirs  and  scattered  is  the  foe  ; 
When  battle  rages  stern,  and  loud  the  cry, 

As  the  red  blood  of  conquest  free  doth  flow. 
The  Albion  meets  the  foe  nor  turns  awav  — 
The  last  to  seek  the  strite — the  last  to  leave  the  fray. 
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FRANCIS   P.   HALSALL,  A.R.I.B.A. 


A    CALL    rO    ARMS. 


T    IFE  brought  duties  multifarious 
When  the  human  race  began  : 
One  and  all,  however  various, 
Face  them,  though  they  be  precarious  ; 
Crouch  not  'neath  some  cloak  vicarious, 
Briton,  play  the  man  ! 

Let  no  obstacle  prevent  thee, 

Luxury  and  License  ban  ; 
Let  no  compromise  content  thee. 
But  pursue  the  right  intently ; 
Would'st  thou  never  need  repent  thee, 

Briton,  play  the  man  ! 

Put  no  trust  in  necromancies, 

Seek  no  magic  talisman  ; 
Feed  thy  soul  on  facts,  not  fancies. 
Live  in  deeds  not  lip  romances, 
'Mid  all  changing  circumstances, 

Briton,  play  the  man  ! 

Now,  when  stormy  seas  are  surging, 

Serb  at  War  with  Austrian  ; 
British,  French,  and  Russian  merging 
With  the  Belgian,  brave,  converging, 
Bent  on  Prussian  Pride  submerging, 
Briton,  play  the  man  ! 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  93 

In  this  Great  Campaign  united 

Every  creed,  and  class,  and  clan, 

Sworn  to  see  our  friends  requited, 

France  intact  and  Belgium  righted  ; 

England's  honour  live  unblighted, 
Briton,  play  the  man  ! 

Hearest  thou  thy  Country  calling? 

Hark  !  they  need  thee  in  the  van. 
Where  the  shells  are  thickest  falling, 
Where  the  fight  seems  most  appalling, 
All  thy  latent  force  recalling, 

Briton,  play  the  man  ! 

Then  when  rings  the  cry  victorious. 
As  the  French  avenge  Sedan  : 

Blasting,  like  a  mighty,  Boreas 

Teuton  arrogance  notorious, 

Would' st  thou  share  the  laurel  glorious? 
Briton,  play  the  man  ! 

L'envoi. 

Yon  Dynastic  Tree  needs  felling, — 

Past  is  its  allotted  span  ; 
Limb  from  limb  and  stem  compelling, 
Trunk  and  Root  apart  impelling ; 
At  the  Hohenzollern  quelling, 

England  !    play  the  man  ! 
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ROBERT     HANBURY. 


A     HYMN    IN     TIME     OF     WAR. 


II7ARE  Thou  now  forth  with  our  Armies, 

Lord  of  all  Lords  and  all  Nations ; 
Graciously  hear  our  petitions, 
Deign  to  accept  our  oblations. 

Hosts  are  assembled  against  us, 
War's  piercing  trumpets  have  sounded  ; 
Be  Thou  our  Shield  and  our  Buckler, 
So  shall  we  ne'er  be  confounded. 


Brothers  and  Neighbours  strive  with  us, 
Keep  them  on  Thee  e'er  relying ; 
Sailors  and  Soldiers  and  Airmen, 
Save  them  ! — or  shrive  them  in  dying. 

Lighten  the  pains  of  the  wounded  ; 
Guide  all  who  lovingly  tend  them  ; 
Doctors  and  Nurses  and  Chaplains, — 
Increase  of  skill  do  Thou  send  them  ! 
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Take  to  Thy  care  the  bereaved, 
Shorten  their  need  and  affliction  ; 
Comfort  the  widow  and  orphan, 
Give  midst  their  grief, — Benediction. 

Save,  Lord,  Thy  people,  we  pray  Thee  ; 
All, — both  the  dead  and  the  living ; 
Make  Thou  our  Armies  to  triumph  ; 
Lead  us  to  Peace, — and  thanksgiving. 

Father,  Omnipotent  alway  ; 

Son,  Who  hast  dured  tribulation  ; 

Spirit,  of  Counsel  unfailing  ; 

Guard  Thou  THE  RIGHT, — and  our  Nation. 

Amen. 
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W.    D.    HARDING,   B.Lit. 


A    MIGHTY  EMPIRE. 


QINCE  Mars  his  battle  horn  exultant  wound, 

And  swept,  in  mad  career,  sweet  Peace  away, 
For  Albion,  striving  hard,  by  honour  bound, 

One  mighty  fact  has  proved  the  great  affray. 
Tho'  scattered  be  our  lands  about  the  world, 

Tho'  ocean  billows  keep  the  distant  way, 
Yet  one  the  glorious  Flag,  o'er  all  unfurled, 

A  Flag,  which  stands  for  Freedom's  cherished  scroll, 
A  Flag  revered,  with  deathless  fame  impearled. 

Tho'  there  be  countless  races,  still  one  soul 
Unites  the  millions  thronged  beneath  one  Crown, 

Keeps  fast  the  bonds,  and  sways  the  mighty  Whole. 
O  where  are  ye,  who  said,  with  scoffing  frown, 

And  mocking  voice  that  with  the  proof  of  War 
Our  Empire  must  ignoble  crumble  down  ? 

O  knew  ye  not,  that  all,  who  foes  before, 
Beneath  a  righteous  rule,  love  Britain  well, 

Forsake  their  rancour  and  her  Flag  adore  ? 
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Behold  no  sooner  had  the  carnage  fell 

Begun  to  steep  with  gore  each  war-swept  land, 
Than,  thund'rous  deep,  arose  a  mighty  yell, 

Which  echoed,  'cross  the  main,  from  strand  to  strand, 
And  shook  the  foe,  for  'twas  the  voice  of  Empire, 

United,  one  with  Britain,  heart  and  hand. 
Ah !  in  that  hour  supreme,  with  patriot  fire, 

Britannia's  countless  sons,  her  loyal  brood. 
In  way  which  none  shall  ever  cease  t'admire 

Around  her  came,  and  crossed  the  azure  flood, 
To  fight  for  Freedom,  Country,  Right  and  King, 

To  seal  our  union  firm  in  bonds  of  blood. 
Britons,  whom  future  ages  forth  will  bring  ! 

Where'er  this  strife  colossal  you  shall  name. 
The  Empire's  noble  rally  proudly  sing. 

For  naught  the  Past  as  equal  e'er  can  claim. 
Such  unity  of  myriads,  liege  and  strong 

With  purpose  firm  to  serve  the  Flag  of  Fame. 
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JOHN     HARTLEY. 


FOR    PEACE. 


'\X7'HEN  the  wicked  War  is  over, 

And  the  world  once  more  at  rest ; 
When  the  passions  all  have  vanished, 

Which  so  long  have  torn  the  breast, 
Then  once  more  the  hands  extended 

To  receive  or  give  the  shake 
Of  true  friendship,  and  intended 

As  a  pledge  of  "give  and  take"  ! 


Then  no  more  shall  envy  blind  us. 

To  the  merits  of  our  foes. 
But,  we'll  gladly  put  behind  us 

All  ideas  of  strife  and  blows. 
Glittering  steel,  and  guns  and  cannon. 

Shall  no  more  our  hearts  inflame, 
But  the  flags  and  flowing  banners. 

Henceforth  shall  the  peace  proclaim  ! 
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Ruined  towns  and  destroyed  dwelling, 

Shall  oppress  no  more  the  sight, 
Fertile  fields  with  harvest  swelling, 

Shall  again  make  nature  bright ; 
Wives  and  children,  gay  and  festive, 

Shall  again  walk  fearless  o'er 
Wrecks  of  by-gone  days'  disaster. 

Smiling  sing,  "the  War  is  o'er". 


When  the  time  of  peace  and  plenty, 

Soon  again  the  land  shall  bless. 
And  once  more  the  cursed  folly 

Of  belligerents  be  less, 
May  the  God  of  battles  will  it. 

That  the  horrid  cry  of  pain, 
And  the  din  of  struggle,  still  it. 

And  peace  reign  on  earth  again. 


lOO  A     HUNDRED     BEST    POEMS 


HENRY     HENDERSON. 


THE    FOURTH    SEAFORTHS    AT 
NEUVE     CHAPELLE. 


T    ET  me  sing  of  the  lads  of  Seaforth, 

The  brave  gallant  sons  of  the  North, 
Who  fought  so  bravely,  and  fell 
So  thickly  at  Neuve  Chapelle ! 

There  is  grief  in  the  land  to-day 
For  those  who  are  cold  in  the  clay. 
Who  shall  return  nevermore 
To  their  own,  their  native  shore. 

Yet  a  grief  that  is  mingled  with  pride 
For  the  dead — and  so  bravely  they  died, 
Fearlessly  charging  the  foe. 
Dealing  them  blow  for  blow. 

W^ho  says  that  the  spirit  of  yore 
Lives  in  our  hearts  no  more ; 
That  the  blood  of  our  sons  is  cold — 
That  they  are  not  valiant  and  bold — 
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That  the  art  of  fighting  is  lost — 
That  the  land  is  afraid  of  the  cost  ? — 
Let  him  read  the  immortal  story 
Of  these  lads  who  fell  in  their  glory. 

Fell  in  their  glory  and  prime, 

Died,  Ah  !   before  their  time  ; 

The  ''lads  who  shall  never  grow  old," 

With  their  blood  getting  thin  and  cold. 

They  were  nursed  on  the  knee  of  the  North, 
Who  of  their  own  free  will  went  forth 
To  fight  for  their  country  and  King — 
Is  that  not  a  glorious  thing? 

Did  they  flinch  for  a  moment,  or  quail, 
Did  their  faces  turn  bloodless  and  pale. 
Did  they  fail  us  in  danger's  hour, 
Did  they  flinch  at  the  German's  power? 

Not  they  !    the  lads  of  Seaforth  ! 

The  men  from  the  hills  of  the  North  ! 

Let  the  future  Historian  tell 

How  they  fought,  how  they  bled,  how  they  fell ! 


I02  A    HUNDRED     BEST    POEMS 


CHARLES     F.    HOBDAY. 


THE    NATION'S    PRAYER, 

Intercession  Day,  3rd  January,  1915. 


/^OD  Almighty,  bless  our  Monarch  ; 

Bring  his  Empire  peace  ; 
Guard  his  sailors,  help  his  soldiers, 

Till  this  warfare  cease. 
To  bereaved  ones  in  the  homeland 

Thy  sweet  comfort  bring ; 
Be  with  those  M'ho  fall  in  battle 

Fighting  for  the  King. 

God  Almighty,  bless  our  Empire  ; 

Make  it  great  and  good ; 
Weld  its  many  varied  units 

In  one  Brotherhood. 
Let  its  parts — though  seas  may  sever 

From  the  Motherland — 
Knit  by  kinship's  ties  for  ever 

Solid,  stable,  stand. 

God  Almighty,  bless  our  People, 

Bless  us  one  and  all ; 
Keep  us  hand  and  heart  in  union, 

Then  we  cannot  fall. 
Let  us  go  the  way  of  duty 

On  the  land  and  sea  ; 
King  and  people  all  united, 

Working  all  for  Thee. 
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ALFRED    HOLDSWORTH. 


TO    LIEUTENANT    WARNEFORD. 


TT  only  seems  but  yesterday  we  learnt  to  love  thee, 
We  cheered  thee  and  our  Allies  praised  thy  name; 
Thou  was't  a  bright  star  on  our  world's  horizon, 
How  quickly  did'st  thou  move  and  win  thy  fame. 


So  full  of  promise  in  thy  deeds  of  daring, 

At  duty's  call  so  brave,  just  for  thy  country's  weal ; 

None  thought  thy  life  so  near,  so  sure,  its  ending, 
Leaving  an  open  wound  that  time  could  only  heal. 

Some  say  that  when  the  brave  and  true  depart, 
Their  angels  live  and  these  attendants  are  ; 

If  this  be  so  may  thine  be  with  our  men 
To  help,  to  cheer,  to  be  a  guiding  star. 
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EDWIN     HOLDSWORTH. 


GERMANY. 


I. 

nPHE  voice  of  perfidy  rang  forth  ;  the  sound 
Awoke  Brittannia  to  her  promised  word, 

And  Belgium's  answer  in  the  strife  was  heard, 
Which  held  back  vandalism  from  sacred  ground 
Till  time  elapsed  when  proffered  help  was  found. 

Then  courage  in  the  gruesome  conflict  stirred 

To  sympathy  even  those  who  had  cried  "  Absurd, 
To  think  Britannia  to  the  call  was  bound." 
And  where  now  turns  the  evil,  mad  desire 

Of  tyranny  to  trample  down  the  weak  ? 
Say,  Germany,  is  not  thy  brutal  fire 

Fast  burning  out  ?    Hadst  thou  but  stooped  to  speak 
With  conscience  purified  none  would  aspire 

To  might  beyond  thy  claim,  or  vantage  seek. 
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II. 

Thy  people,  Wilhelm,  are  a  part  of  thee, 

Trained  to  uphold  the  motive  marked  as  thine ; 

And  when  thy  word  is  given  'tis  deemed  divine, 
Because  they  seek  no  further  than  to  be 
Subservient  to  thyself  or  the  decree 

By  which  their  faith  permits  them  to  recline 

In  satisfaction  that  for  thee  to  shine, 
The  universe,  reflected,  would  be  free. 
But  little  know  they  of  the  universe, 

Too  deep  the  craft  that  varnishes  thy  brow ; 
And  so  we  do  not  brand  them  with  the  curse 

Which  at  this  moment  reeks  with  needless  woe. 
Nay,  'tis  thine  own  :  let  conscience  be  thy  nurse ; 

On  them  unwavering  peace  we  would  bestow. 


I06  A    HUNDRED    BEST    POEMS 


FRANCIS    HOOD. 


THE    DARDANELLES. 


lUEWS  of  battle  !  News  of  battle  ! 

Heliographed  from  hill  to  hill  ; 
Are  our  ships  to  force  a  passage  ? 

Is  the  news  for  good  or  ill  ? 
Wistful  eyes  are  eager  Avatching 

Any  vantage  point  to  cope  ; 
Straining  ears,  intently  listening, 

For  the  first  faint  sound  of  hope. 

News  of  battle  !  News  of  battle  ! 

True  our  men  are  holding  well, 
Still  defending — still  repulsing — 

Every  day  new  victories  tell. 
Every  fighter's  hand  is  busy, 

Every  brain  is  in  a  whirr, 
Eyes  are  turned  in  one  direction, 

Rank  and  file  alike  astir. 
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News  of  battle  !  News  of  battle  ! 

Britain's  foes  must  bend  their  knee ; 
Europe  from  that  Prussian  thraldom 

Must  at  any  cost  be  free. 
Forward,  lads !  be  firm  and  steady, 

All  the  world  is  watching  you  ; 
A  nation's  hope  is  centred  in  you. 

Show  them,  lads,  what  you  can  do. 


News  of  battle  !  News  of  battle  ! 

Who  would  play  the  sluggard's  game? 
Be  courageous,  up  and  doing, 

Maintain  your  honour  and  your  name. 
Think  of  child,  of  wife,  and  mother, 

Think  of  home  and  duty's  sake ; 
These  and  more  stamp  on  your  conscience. 

These  and  more  are  all  at  stake. 


I08  A     HUNDRED     BEST    POEMS 


ANDREW    HOUSTON. 


OUR     VALIANT    DEAD. 


T^OAST  them  in  silence, 

And  bow  low  the  head  ; 
Thus  let  us  honour 

Our  heroic  dead ! 
Let  cowards  and  slackers, 

With  crocodile  tears, 
Approach  not  their  presence, 

Or  tarnish  their  biers  ! 


Toast  them  in  silence, 

They're  mighty  though  dead  ! 
Their  spirits  are  now 

With  the  Lord  overhead  ! 
Their  fame  will  survive 

E'en  when  sculptural  bust 
Of  marble  or  granite 

Is  nothing  but  dust ! 
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Toast  them  in  silence, 

No  word  need  be  said  ; 
Enshrined  in  our  hearts 

Are  the  deeds  of  our  dead 
Who  would  be  shirkers, 

Or  cowards,  or  slaves, 
Whilst  vandals  still  sully 

Their  sanctified  graves  ? 


Toast  them  in  silence, 

They'll  greet  us  no  more  ! 
Their  life's  course  is  ended, 

Their  battles  are  o'er ! 
Toast  them  in  silence. 

Their  clay  lightly  tread — 
Reverence,  honour 

Our  valiant  dead  ! 
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REV.    H.    KYNASTON   HUDSON,   M.A. 


FOR   THOSE  AT  SEA. 


T    ORD  of  all,  who  made  the  waters, 

First,  of  life,  the  home  to  be, 
Look  on  us,  Thy  trusting  children, 

As  we  lift  our  voice  to  Thee  ! 
Listen  to  our  supplication, 

Hear  our  prayer  for  those  at  sea. 

Let  them  always.  Lord,  remember 
Piow  Thy  saints  were  called  of  old 

From  the  sea  and  from  the  shipping 
To  be  shepherds  of  Thy  fold, 

Calling  men  to  Thy  great  Kingdom 
When  the  love  of  God  is  told. 

Teach  them,  when  a  pathway  threading 
O'er  the  waste  of  waters  wide, 

Thee  to  see  in  all  Thy  wonders, 
Teeming  life  and  flowing  tide, 

Foaming  wave  and  ocean  marvel. 
Thy  great  works  on  every  side. 
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In  the  hours  when,  at  Thy  bidding, 
Stormy  winds  are  growing  strong. 

Help  them  with  Thy  wisest  counsel, 
Saving  them  from  harm  and  wrong 

That  we  all  may  sing  Thy  glory 
In  a  glad  thanksgiving  song. 


In  the  days  of  war  and  danger 
We  will  put  our  trust  in  Thee, 

Striving  all  to  do  our  duty, 
Asking  Thee  for  victory. 

So  we  leave  it  in  Thy  hands.  Lord, 
Hear  our  prayer  for  those  at  sea. 


Triune  God  of  Greatest  Glory, 

Endless  might  and  boundless  Love, 

Guide  us  o'er  life's  dangerous  ocean, 
As  on  stormy  seas  we  move 

To  the  port  we  all  are  making, 
Our  dear  Father's  home  above. 
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JAMES     HUNTER. 


THE    BELGIAN'S    BEQUEST. 


'  I  "HERE'S  a  call  comes  o'er  the  waters 

To  us  all,  to  lend  a  hand 
To  the  woe-struck  sons  and  daughters 
Of  a  war-worn  sister  land. 

For  that  land  'gainst  Prussia's  Neros, 
And  for  us,  the  Belgians  bled ; 

Now  the  children  of  the  heroes, 
And  the  widows,  ask  for  bread. 

Proud  to  claim  a  wider  kinship 
Than  in  peace  we  e'er  profess, 

We  must  cultivate  the  friendship 
Of  our  comrades  in  distress. 

In  the  annals  to  be  written 
Of  the  triumphs  we  shall  win, 

Be  it  told  they  came  to  Britain, 
And  the  British  took  them  in, 
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MATTHEW    HYSLOP. 


CONFESSION    AND    INTERCESSION. 


TN  deep  humility  we  come, 
We  supplicate  Thy  Grace, 

O  God,  protect  our  island  home. 
Thy  shield  around  us  place. 

In  hot  displeasure,  O  our  God, 

Deal  not  on  us  Thy  chastening  rod- 
Smile  on  us  with  Thy  face. 

For  broken  vows,  inconstant  care. 
Thy  sacred  name  to  fear, 

O  God,  Thy  indignation  spare, 
Our  supplications  hear, 

And  cause  Thy  face  again  to  shine. 

And  lead  us  in  Thy  paths  divine, 
Thy  heavenly  light  to  cheer. 

Thy  way,  O  God,  we  have  not  trod, 
Nor  sought  Thy  will  to  do, 

The  god  of  pleasure's  been  our  god 
That  tempts  us  from  the  true. 

Thy  sacred  courts  no  longer  hold 

The  influence  they  had  of  old, 
The  worshippers  are  few. 
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Our  brothers  struggling  in  the  fight, 

O  God,  protect  and  save ; 
Give  them  the  victory  for  the  right, 

These  hearts  so  leal  and  brave ; 
And  bring  them  home  with  fair  renown, 
With  lasting  peace  our  sailors  crown, 

Tossed  on  the  surging  wave. 

O,  God  of  Mercy,  speak  the  word, 

And  stay  this  cruel  war, 
That  peace  may  reign  through  Christ  our  Lord, 

The  bright  and  Morning  Star  ; 
When  war  shall  cease  and  love  shall  reign, 
And  nations  will  not  fight  for  gain 

With  brothers  near  and  far. 
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ROBERT  J.  KERR. 


MOTHER    ENGLAND. 

(October,  1914.) 


A  LL  the  ages  gather  round  you, 

All  the  eyes  that  watched  you  grow, 
Norman  knight  and  Saxon  hero, 
Stately  memories  marching  slow, — 

Mother  England  ! 
As  at  Senlac  long  ago. 

All  your  sea-kings  and  your  sailors 
Come  with  battle-flags  unfurled, 

All  your  heroes  rush  to  aid  you 
From  the  margins  of  the  world, — 
Mother  England ! 
When  the  battle-bolts  are  hurled. 

Over  lonely  seas  they  hasten 

In  their  loyalty  and  might, 
And  their  sounding  drums  and  bugles 

With  a  passionate  delight, — 

Mother  England ! 

Call  your  children  to  the  fight. 

Ancient  evil  shrinks  before  you, 
Faith  and  Trust  walk  by  your  side, 

Pleasant  land  of  peaceful  homesteads, 
Where  historic  rivers  glide, — 

Mother  England ! 
To  the  circling  ocean-tide. 
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Queen,  whose  guards  are  sunset  waters, 
To  your  gates  the  exiles  fly, 

Knowing  that  your  heart  has  pity 
For  the  mourner's  plaintive  cry, — 
Mother  England ! 
Through  the  years  that  rise  and  die. 

Wistful  eyes  of  weary  nations 
In  their  helplessness  and  pain, 

Seeing  earth  a  Vale  of  Hinnom, 
With  innumerable  slain, — 

Mother  England  ! 
Pray  that  Peace  at  last  may  reign. 

Mighty  captains  shall  be  broken, 
And  their  glory  shall  decay. 

When  the  sunrise  armies  gather, 
And  the  shadows  die  away, — 

Mother  England  ! 
In  a  newer,  better  day. 

In  your  time  of  righteous  warfare. 

In  your  time  of  joy  or  woe, 
As  in  old  heroic  ages, 

Love  and  Hope  around  you  grow, — 
Mother  England ! 

Crowned  of  Freedom  long  ago. 


ON  THE  EUROPEAN  WAR.         I17 


J.  J.  LANE,  F.R.S.L. 


THE    BELGIANS'     SONG     OF    HOPE. 


I^ING  ALBERT  we  adore  thee, 

Defender,  brave,  and  true  ; 
Undaunted  stand  before  thee, 
Our  Pledges  to  renew. 

Though  fierce,  inhuman,  shameless. 
The  German  hosts  attack  ; 

Their  crimes  too  vile  and  nameless, 
Where  ruthlessly  they  sack. 

Though  all  we  love  and  cherish. 
Suffer  through  German  hate  ; 

Old  men,  and  women  perish, 
And  children  share  the  fate. 

Though  all  our  homes  are  pillaged. 
And  shattered  to  the  ground  ; 

And  fields  that  once  were  tillaged, 
No  grain,  nor  fruit  is  found. 
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We  cannot  now  forsake  thee, 
But  will  avenge  the  wrong ; 

And  should  more  ills  o'ertake  thee, 
Our  hearts,  and  arms  are  strong. 

Night  comes  before  the  morning ; 

Rest,  after  strenuous  fight ; 
The  day  of  Peace  is  dawning ; 

God  will  defend  the  right. 

The  Kaiser,  type  of  Nero, 
Shall  surely  bend  the  knee  ; 

Whilst  thou  our  King  and  Hero, 
A  world-loved  Victor  be. 

Then  ruined  homes,  and  steeples, 
Will  proudly  rise  again  ; 

And  Albert  o'er  thy  peoples, 
Pursue  a  glorious  reign. 
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EDMUND    LEE. 


THE    GREAT   TEMPTATION. 


T^HE  great  temptation  to  the  monarch  came. 

Richly  endowed,  yet  yearned  he  still  for  more, 
Wider  dominion  and  more  kingly  fame 

Than  ever  earthly  sovereign  had  before. 
Fair  time  for  Satan,  with  alluring  smile, 

To  proffer  aid  for  service  in  exchange  ; 
And  once  again  prevailed  his  subtle  guile, 

Both  heart  and  brain  of  victim  to  derange — 
Deceived  and  blind  alike,  he  fought  his  way, 

His  Country's  blood  encrimsoning  the  soil ; — 
The  Kingdoms,  yet  the  Lord's,  renounce  his  sway, 

From  both  his  will  and  Satan's  do  recoil. 
So  shall  the  waiting  world  soon  see  and  own, 
Tempter  and  slave  together  overthrown. 
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JAMES     LILL. 


THE    ISSUES. 


"XA/HAT  are  you  fighting  for,  brothers-in-arms? 

Say  !  Why  are  you  taking  the  field, — 
Pitting  your  power  'gainst  the  German  might, 
Till  the  foe  shall  be  forced  to  yield  ? 

"We  are  fighting  for  Belgium's  honour  and  homes, 
For  the  future  and  fame  of  France ; — 

To  stem  the  tide  of  the  horrors  of  War, 
Far  flung  by  the  German  advance. 

We  are  fighting  for  Britain's  honour,  too  ; 

For  the  faith  of  her  plighted  word ; — 
The  pledge  we  wrote  with  the  point  of  the  pen 

We  must  keep  with  the  point  of  the  sword. 

We  are  helping  Russia  to  keep  her  troth 

With  the  gallant  Servian  race ; — 
That  the  "  little  peoples  "  of  Europe  hold 

In  the  roll  of  Nations  their  place. 
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For  these  are  we  lighting, — Aye  !  even  more, 
We  are  fighting  that  War  may  cease ; 

That  the  dawn  which  breaks  when  this  night  is  past 
May  be  dawn  of  an  Age-long  Peace. 

Yet  wider  and  deeper  and  higher  still 
Are  the  issues  that  stand  involved ; — 

The  future  of  man,  the  hope  of  the  race, 
Are  the  problems  that  must  be  solved. 

And  Liberty,  Progress,  Brotherhood,  Peace, 
Are  the  watchwords  we  now  must  write  ; 

That  our  children  learn  'twas  for  these,  not  gain, 
That  England  stepped  into  the  fight." 
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T.  J.   LINEKAR. 


DEDICATED     TO 
THE    MOTHERS    OF    ENGLAND. 


The  Child  and  the  Mother. 

/^H  !  Mother  dear !  I  fear  the  dark,  please  stay 

And  hold  my  hand  until  I  fall  asleep  : 
When  you  are  here,  its  terrors  pass  away. 

And  Angels  come,  and  give  me  wings,  to  keep ; 
So  I  can  fly,  and  play  with  them,  and  sing 

And    dance   among   the    flowers,    the    whole    night 
through ; 
Then  when  the  morning  dawns,  the  blue-bells  ring, 
And  I  awake,  and  come  again  to  you. 

The  Mother  and  the  Boy. 

Oh  !  Sonny  dear !  the  dark  now  falls  on  rne, 

I  stretch  out  feeble  hands  to  find  a  hold 
To  lean  upon,  and  make  its  terrors  flee  ; 

But  I  must  weep  alone — no  arms  enfold 
My  breaking  heart,  or  lift  my  fainting  soul, 

Now  you  have  gone.     Your  Angels  try  in  vain 
To  give  me  wings,  and  happy  dreams  unroll : 

I  dream  of  Guns,  and  Death,  and  You  in  pain. 
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The  Mother  and  God. 

Oh,  Father  !    Father  !    God  !    please  hold  my  hand, 

I  fear  the  dark  ;    I  feel  its  clammy  touch, 
Like  Death's  cold  hand  ;    Oh  !  how  can  I  withstand 

This  horror  ?     Father,  spare  my  boy  ;    how  much 
I  love  him,  Thou  alone  canst  tell,  and  Thou 

Alone  canst  shield  him  in  this  dreadful  fight. 
If  he  must  die,  Oh,  help  me  !    help  me  now ! 

To  say,  "  Thy  will  be  done.  Thy  will  is  right." 
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T.   W.   LITTLE. 


TO   SERVIA. 


OERBIA,  hang  on,  grip  tight,  and  you  will  rise 

And  fling  your  enemy  beyond  the  bounds, 
Be  plucky  to  the  end  as  you  have  been 
So  many  centuries.     Your  sufferings 
Will  soon  be  ended,  and  deliverance 
Will  with  the  crushing  of  militarism  come  ; 
And  peace  and  joy,  after  sorrow  and  tears, 
Will  stay  with  you,  and  you  will  be  renewed 
In  strength  and  power,  then  you  will  humbly  bow 
To  Him  Who  giveth  freedom  to  the  suffering. 
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W.     H.     LLOYD. 


A     YEAR    OF    WAR. 


A 


YEAR  of  fiendish  war ! 
Of  Hell  and  all  its  myrmidons  set  free 
To  work  fell  deeds  through  air,  by  land  and  sea, 
^Gainst  human  life  and  law! 


A  year  ago  to-day 
We  dwelt  in  peace,  nor  for  a  moment  dreamt 
Bellona's  votaries  would  soon  attempt 

Their  toll  in  blood  to  pay. 

Yet  so  throusrh  conflict  dire 

o 

A  nation  seeks  the  world  to  dominate, 
That  ev'rywhere  shall  rule  a  single  state, 
Upheld  by  sword  and  fire  ! 

No  care  for  ought  beside, 
Let  freedom,  culture,  love  and  brotherhood. 
And  such  like  virtues  die !  they  never  could 

Exist  nigh  Hun-ish  pride  ! 

But,  Lord,  for  these  we  fight ! 
Once  more  vouchsafe  Thy  gracious  aid  to  send. 
As  at  Thy  throne  in  prayer  the  knee  we  bend  ; 

"  Bring  victory  in  sight !  " 
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LEWIS     LONGFIELD. 


THE    CALL! 


AAT'HAT  is  the  Spirit  that  calls 

In  the  lane,  in  the  street,  in  the  home? 
What  is  the  Spirit,  O  God  ? 
Is  it  Life  ?     Is  it  Death  ? 

What  is  the  Spirit  that  comes  as  a  silent  breath. 
Whispering  suddenly,  whispering  softly  ; 
Stirring  the  heart  to  Resolve  ; 
Stirring  the  sluggard  soul  into  life  ; 
Quickening,  quickening,  quickening. 
Whispering — "  Go  !    Go  forth  ! 
Be  a  slave  and  a  sluggard  no  more  !  " 
Is  it  the  Spirit  of  Life,  O  Christ  ? 
Or  is  it  Death  and  Delusion  — 
The  Truth  or  the  Lie  ? 

■56-      -x-      -Sf-      •}«■      ^ 

We  that  go  forth. 

We  that  were  timid,  afraid ; 

We  that  were  weak  ; — 

What  is  the  Spirit  that  stirs  us 

And  calls  irresistibly — "  Come  !  " 

->S-       -H-       ^       -H-       * 
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This  is  Thy  Spirit,  O  God ; 

The  lusting  of  Life  against  Death, 

Of  Light  against  Darkness, 

Of  Love  against  Hate. 

The  hate  of  the  tender  heart 

That  loves  .  .  .  and  slays  for  the  sake  of  Love ! 

And  the  silent  sun  looks  down 

On  the  just  that  die  for  the  Just, 

And  the  unjust  of  merciless  hearts 

That  slay  for  the  Lust  of  Power  : 

And  Victory  sways  in  the  balance  .  .  .  ! 

When  wilt  Thou  rend  the  heavens 
And  descend  ? 

Quicken  us  Thou  from  on  high 

Lest  we  sleep  as  they. 

And  the  enemy  come  unaware 

And  spoil  our  hearts  of  Love  : 

Lest  tenderness,  conscience,  all 

Be  stolen  away  unawares  : 

Lest  we  waken  to  find  ourselves 

Cold  as  the  cruel  rocks. 

Hard  as  the  nether-stone  ; 

And  become  as  the  Beasts  ! 

Lest  Remorse  lay  hold  with  her  tooth 

And  never  release  us  .  .  .  ! 

■?<•     -jf     -H-     ^     -j^ 
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Thine  is  the  Spirit  that  stirs 

In  the  street  and  the  cottage, 

The  lane  and  the  palace. 

It  is  Life !     It  is  Life  !     It  is  Thee  ! 

•3f       -X-       *       #       -X- 

Vengeance  is  Thine,  not  ours. 

O  be  it  ours  to  fear 

And  to  tremble  before  Thee  : 

Yet  strengthened  within,  to  be  men 

And  to  heed  not  the  terror  that  flies 

By  day  ;  or  the  thunder  of  m.en 

With  the  bursting  and  hideous  Death 

That  shatters  our  dearest  and  best, 

And  crimsons  the  sod  .  .  .  ! 

But  to  look  beyond  the  wrack 

And  the  din,  and  the  desolate  homes, 

And  the  graves.     Ah  !  the  pitiful  graves  ! 

Through  the  veil  of  insistent  tears 

To  Him  that  awaits  bevond, 

With  His  white  horse  ready  again  ; 

With  His  hand  on  His  sword-hilt. 

Vengeance  is  His,  not  ours. 

He  whom  they  slew  awaits. 

To  scatter  the  children  of  earth, 

Puff ! — as  the  wind  blows  chaff ! 

And  to  crush  'neath  the  heel  of  His  wrath 

The  Lie  and  the  father  of  Lies, 

For  ever  and  ever  and  ever  .  .  .  ! 
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Briton,  arise  and  obey  ! 

The  Spirit  that  calls  is  His, 

And  if  yet  Thou  hast  in  Thine  heart 

A  chord  that  responds  to  His  call ; 

If  yet  in  thine  heart  lurks  Love, 

And  if  Mercy  is  dear  to  thee  yet; 

Make  the  Resolve  in  thy  chamber, 

And  quietly  seeking  His  face, 

Go  forth  ! 

Go,  crucify  sluggard  self 

And  take  up  the  Cross  for  the  Lord  ; 

Go  fight  for  the  Right, 

For  the  poor  and  oppressed  ; 

For  Equity,  Justice,  Truth  ; 

For  Mercy  and  all  that  counts ; 

For  all  that  is  holy  and  true, 

Go  forth  to  the  Fray  ! 

Go  forth  as  a  prayer  to  God, 

Go  forth  as  a  sacrifice  ! 

^      -St      -Sf      ^      ^ 

This  is  the  Spirit  that  moves. 
The  Life  that  turns  upon  Death, 
And  slays  with  a  Samuel's  sword ; 
Yea,  slays  with  a  merciful  heart, 
Seeing  the  reddened  sod. 
Seeing  the  kingdom  before. 
Fighting  the  noble  fight 
And  leaving  the  rest  to  God, 
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GEO.    H.    LONGRIGG. 


"  Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man 
lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends." 


I 


WATCHED  the  rising  sun  his  radiance  shed 
On  all  around  :    the  newly  fallen  snow 
Stained  crimson  in  the  early  morning  glow, 
And  with  increasing  light  the  vivid  red, 
In  stages  gradual,  grow  dull  and  dead. 
E'en  as  I  looked  the  prospect  changed,  and  lo  ! 
The  Earth  a  face  of  spotless  white  did  show. 
I  heard  the  Spirit  of  the  Snow,  which  said, 
"  Behold  the  symbol  of  a  sin-stained  Earth, 
Washed  in  the  Saviour's  blood,  and  wholly  made 
*•  As  white  as  snow  ",  the  same  as  at  her  birth.'' 
So  doth  the  soldier,  when  'gainst  wrong  arrayed, 
Lay  down  his  life — none  gains  a  nobler  end — 
For  king  and  country,  relative  and  friend. 
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J.   W.   MARSHALL. 


GLORIOUS    WAR. 


"p\0  you  hear  the  bugles  sounding? — 

Glorious  war ! 
See  !  the  charger  forth  is  bounding — 

Glorious  war  ! 
All  the  men  in  vesture  gorgeous, 
O'er  their  ranks  the  flags  are  streaming, 
In  the  sunlight  arms  are  gleaming — 

Glorious  war ! 

Hear  the  thunder  of  the  battle — 

Awful  war ! 
Hark  !  the  musketry's  loud  rattle — 

Awful  war  ! 
Look  !  the  cavalry  is  charging, 
All  their  sabres  brightly  flashing, 
On  the  ranks  of  foemen  dashing — 

Awful  war ! 
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Ev'ry  heart  with  rapture  beating — 
Glorious  war  ! 

Longing  for  a  closer  meeting — 
Glorious  war  ! 

Shout  for  king,  for  flag,  for  country : 

Comrades,  we  will  stand  together ; 

Show  ye  not  the  snow-white  feather- 
Glorious  war ! 


But  the  frightful  shells  are  flying — 

Dreadful  war ! 
Men  and  horses  dead  and  dying — 

Dreadful  w^ar ! 
Strewn  the  field  wath  mangled  corses  ; 
Groans  and  curses,  awful  shrieking ; 
All  the  green  grass  gory,  reeking — 

Dreadful  war  ! 


Men  with  awful  demon  faces — 

Glorious  war ! 
Cruel  hatred  leaves  its  traces — 

Glorious  war ! 
Face  to  face  they  stand  as  foemen, 
Yet  they  have  not  known  each  other, 
Each  is  still  a  human  brother — 

Glorious  war ! 
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Every  man  has  some  who  love  him — 

Cruel  war  ! 
Angel  spirits  yearn  above  him — 

Cruel  war  ! 
Far  away  in  the  dear  homeland 
Hear  the  wailing  and  the  crying, 
Hear  the  sobbing  and  the  sighing — 

Cruel  war ! 


Listen  to  the  victors  shouting — 
Glorious  war ! 

Th'  enemy  with  slaughter  routing — 
Glorious  war ! 

Thousands  slain  and  thousands  dying  ; 

Souls  to  God  each  moment  hasting, 

The  cup  of  death  and  anguish  tasting- 
Glorious  war ! 


Fire  and  famine  devastating — 

Frightful  war ! 
Fierce  disease  is  decimating — 

Frightful  war  ! 
Deeds  of  murder  and  of  rapine, 
Deeds  unspeakably  atrocious. 
Wrought  by  soldiery  ferocious — 
Frightful  war ! 
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All  the  land  is  full  of  terror — 
Glorious  war  ! 

Idly  stands  the  plough  in  furrow — 
Glorious  war  ! 

Harvest  fields  are  desolated ; 

Happy  homes  are  fiercely  burning, 

Hearths  and  hearts  to  ashes  turning- 
Glorious  war ! 


When  will  nations  learn  their  folly  ?- 

Sinful  war ! 
Soldiers  fire  their  latest  volley  ? — 

Sinful  war  ! 
Hasten,  Lord,  the  glad  millennium, 
Golden  age  of  peace  and  glory, 
Marr'd  no  more  by  battles  gory — 

Sinful  war  ! 
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W.     MAUDSLAY. 


THE    PASSING     OF    PRUSSIA. 


T^HE  great  War  Lord, 

Filled  with  pomp  and  pride, 
In  his  mad  ambition  has  drawn  the  sword  ; 
Let  the  sword  then  his  fate  decide. 

He  has  broken  his  word  : 
Through  a  peaceful  land 
He  has  sent  forth  his  ravaging  Teuton  horde, 
A  barbarous,  pitiless  band. 

Now  let  Europe  have  done 
With  this  Gospel  of  Might ; 
Let  the  brutal  regime  of  Goth  and  of  Hun 
Forever  pass  out  of  sight. 

So  for  Europe  at  last 
Shall  dawn  a  bright  day  ; 
The  nightmare  of  Prussian  ascendancy  past, 
War  Worship  shall  then  die  away. 
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SAMUEL    S.   McCURRY. 


LORD    ROBERTS. 


'IVTEATH  alien  skies  he  fell  asleep, 
The  greatest  of  Britain's  sons  ; 
He  braved  the  wind  and  the  wintry  deep, 
For  love  had  led  him  a  tryst  to  keep 
'Mid  the  roar  of  the  English  guns. 

O  reckon  it  not  an  ill-timed  chance, 

Nor  grieve  that  his  day  is  o'er, 
For  Heaven  ordained  the  circumstance, 
And  the  chariot  of  fire  was  near  in  France, 

As  near  as  on  England's  shore. 

Of  his  valorous  deeds  let  the  poets  sing, 

Of  the  splendour  that  marked  his  fame  ; 
Through  the  mourning  spheres  let  their  praises  ring 
With  the  story  of  battles  he  won  for  his  King — 
Still  proud  of  the  Irish  name. 
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Let  them  tell,  when  he  laid  his  armour  down, 

How  fruitless  his  warning  fell 
Of  the  blood  and  tears  that  the  world  should  drown 
By  the  sword  of  a  despot  lusting  renown, 

Urged  on  by  the  spirit  of  Hell. 

But  O,  while  men  his  life  extol 

One  truth  is  oft  unsung- 
How  the  Spirit  of  God  inspired  it  all. 
And  made  him  strong  at  his  country's  call, 

And  fired  his  heart  and  tongue. 

And  gave  him  his  silent  charm  and  grace, 

With  aim  for  a  higher  goal 
Than  the  passing  prize  of  honour  and  place, 
Till  he  showed  to  the  world  in  his  Christian  face 

The  strength  of  a  noble  soul. 
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RANDAL   McDonnell. 


MA  UREEN. 


"you    remember  how  he  came  in  the  glory  of  his 
•*■       youth, 

With  his  beauty  and  his  truth  and  his  winning  ways. 
You     remember     how    he    went     at     the    summons 
England  sent, 

And  the  weary,  dreary  waiting  of  those  autumn  days. 

Ah,  his    sadness   of    farewell,  when  you  waved  your 
last  adieu — 

Waved  your  pretty  hand  to  him  standing  on  the  stair — 
Gazing  from  your  dreamy  eyes,  your  eyes  of  Irish  blue — 
With    a   rose    upon   your   bosom    and    a    blossom    in 
your  hair. 

Spring  will    burst    in    bud  again,  and  summer  days 
come  back  to  us  ; 

Mons,  like  a  wistful  memory,  fade  when  Time's  grey 
wings  have  flown. 

Has  the  love  you  might  have  given  found  its  way  at 
last  to  heaven, 

From  the  little  lonely  chapel  on  the  road  to  Bandon 
town  ? 
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Oh,  blue    eyes    dull  with  weeping   for  your    English 

lover,  sleeping, 
And  those  flowers  of  dear  remembrance  that  you  wore 

whilst  kneeling  there — 
Death  had  ended  all  forgiving,  but  because  he  loved 

them,  living, 
A  rose  was  in  your  bosom — a  blossom  in  your  hair  ! 
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REV.  J.   R.   MEAGHER. 


TO    THE     GREAT    CAPTAIN. 


'lAT'HEN    the    Last    Bugles    blow   with    shattering 
^^      breath, 

And  Thou  dost  lead  us  to  the  Grand  Assault, 
I  will  not  shrink  before  the  Guns  of  Death, 

Nor  give  an  ear  unto  the  coward's  "Halt !  " 


The  searching  Shrapnel  of  the  Forts  of  Dread 
May  break  above  me  in  the  affrighting  gloom  ; 

I  will  not  vail  my  crest  or  hide  my  head 
Before  the  Banners  of  advancing  Doom. 

For  Thy  brave  plume,  untroubled  as  a  star, 
I  followed  swift  on  many  a  bloody  field  ; 

I  will  not  fear  the  last  red  Wave  of  War, 

When  I,  Thy  Knight,  am  houseled  and  aneled. 

"  UsHAw  Magazine." 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN     WAR.  141 


ALFRED     MORRIS. 


SACRIFICE. 


''  pHE  Empire's  call  rings  out!  Our  Freedom,  Truth 

And  Honour  are  assail'd, 
And  worthy  sons  of  those  undaunted  brave, 

Who  in  the  past  prevail'd. 
Respond,  and  in  the  warrior  ranks  are  found, 
In  life  or  death  to  be  with  honour  crown" d. 


And  one  has,  with  his  mother  kneeling  by, 

Receiv'd  the  Bread  of  Life, 
Then  parted — only  son— from  mother's  kiss 

To  join  in  martial  strife, 
And  for  his  King,  for  God  and  for  the  Right 
To  prove  himself  a  man  in  stubborn  fight. 

God  bless  that  mother,  who  in  sacrifice 

Gives  up  in  him  her  all ! 
God  bless  the  boy,  who  gives  himself  to  be 

Enwrapp'd  in  battle's  thrall — 
A  revelation  of  the  love  that  gives 
Its  life  for  friends  and  yet  for  ever  lives ! 
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'Tis  not  in  vain  the  sacrifice  is  made. 

From  noble  deeds  upspring 
A  host  of  heroes  trampling  evils  down, 

Till  victors'  songs  shall  bring 
Relief  to  all  oppress'd  and  make  the  Right 
For  ever  dominate  o'er  realm  of  Might. 

Fair  Hope  makes  garlands  for  the  stricken  home, 

And  Fame  its  laurels  weaves, 
And  Glory  radiates  from  distant  grave, 

While  sadden'd  heart  receives 
Assurance  that  the  cross  of  sorrow's  night 
Shall  be  exchang'd  for  crown  of  fadeless  light. 

The  mother  shall  for  sacrifice,  find  joy 

And  claim  her  boy  again. 
Where  battle's  thunder  clouds  can  burst  no  more, 

And  there  shall  be  no  pain. 
The  young  life  here  from  God's  life  parted  never, 
And  He  has  given  life  for  ever  and  for  ever. 
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THE  VEN.  ARCHDEACON   MOULE,  D.D. 


LORD    ROBERTS. 


QOD-FEARING  War  Lord,  patriot  Chief, 
Dead  by  the  fighting-line,  our  grief 

Seems  for  sad  tears  too  deep  ; 
Peace-lover,  battle-leader  bold ! 
By  sound  of  guns  for  curfeAv  tolled, 

Thus  are  you  sung  to  sleep. 

Your  eager  spirit  fire-possessed 
To  the  loud  frontal  battle  pressed 

To  grasp  each  comrade's  hand  ; 
And  led  you  by  example  high 
To  lead  our  home-bound  chivalry 

In  honour's  ranks  to  stand. 

The  whole  realm  with  the  pibroch  wails, 
The  King  bows  low,  but  nought  avails 

Our  loud  acclaim  to  still  ; 
War's  trumpet  near,  the  sounds  afar 
From  Delhi's  gate  and  Kandahar 

Our  burning  memories  fill. 
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Ever  as  once  o'er  Lucknow's  grave 
The  flag  of  England  high  you  wave, 

Stormed  at  by  foeman's  rage. 
Yet  ever  all  your  soul  you  bring 
Under  the  banner  of  the  King 

Heaven's  sterner  fight  to  wage. 

God-fearing,  fearless  thus  and  strong, 
God-loving,  hating  only  wrong, 

Pass  to  thy  guerdon  now  ! 
Red  War's  confused  noise  dies  down ; 
God's  hand,  "  Well  done  !  "  like  olive  crown, 

Shall  place  upon  thy  brow. 
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JAMES     NICOL. 


*  ARMAGEDDON: 


"  I  ^HE  world  reeks  with  slaughter  ; 

The  ancient  gods  are  down  ; 
And  fiends  with  mocking  laughter 

Dance  on  the  Martyr's  crown  ! 
In  vain  the  priests  have  risen 

To  Heaven  their  palsied  hands, 
Hate  sweeps  unchained  from  prison 

O'er  all  the  Christian  lands  ! 

From  people  unto  people 

The  craze  for  blood  has  spread, 
While  sister  nations  grapple 

Above  their  kindred  dead  ! 
Like  wolves  men  spring  to  battle, 

Like  tigers  make  their  kill, 
Like  snakes  that  sport  no  rattle 

Each  rends  from  each  their  will ! 

The  ravening  heart's  awakened, 

The  primeval's  reborn. 
Brute-force  in  lust  has  slakened 

The  thousand  years  unworn  ! 
Ah  !  who  on  earth  can  alter? 

Ah  !  who  in  Heaven  can  save  ? 
Christ's  soul  is  led  in  halter 

Where  maddened  passions  rave  ! 
"Ardrossan  &  Saltcoats  Herald." 
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OSWALD     NORMAN,     M.A.     LL.D. 


KULTUR. 


TF    in  the  rays  of  Culture  you  would  bask, 

And  at  Life's  table  take  a  foremost  seat, 
Well  versed  in  conduct  for  the  cultured  meet. 
Follow  these  rules  :    quite  easy  then  your  task  : 
For  war  prepare,  while  wearing  Friendship's  mask, 
As  "  Scraps  of  paper  "  solemn  compacts  treat. 
Why  should  old  women's  qualms  your  plans  defeat? 
Small  fry  must  learn  to  do  as  you  may  ask : 
Bombard  defenceless  towns,  all  churches  sack, 
Lest  aught  of  Culture's  inwardness  you  lack, 
And,  should  you  know  the  triumph  of  an  hour, 
Let  not  your  conquest  be  of  splendour  shorn. 
But  butcher  old  and  young,  and  maids  deflower,— 
So  shall  an  Iron  Cross  your  breast  adorn. 
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ANTILL    H.   OSBORNE. 


AN    ACROSTIC. 


As  sure  as  day  succeeds  the  night 
Lies  close  at  hand  thy  victory  bright ; 
Brave  King  !  thy  people's  pride  ! 
Ere  long  thy  army  staunch  and  true 
Right  throughly  will  the  foe  undo  ; 
Thy  honour  is  world  wide. 
On  wage  of  war  firm  dids't  thou  stand 
For  truth,  for  law,  for  thy  fair  land ; 
Backed  up  by  Belgium's  best. 
Ennobled  by  the  fight  for  right. 
Love  of  thy  country  gave  thee  might  ; 
God  grant  thee  wrongs  redressed. 
In  future  where  the  records  go 
Unsoiled  art  thou,  but  shamed  thy  foe, 
Much  scorned  from  East  to  West. 
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REV.  JOHN    R.   PALMER,   F.Ph.S.,   F.S.P. 


PRO    P ATRIA. 


■pNGLAND  !  I  love  thee  more  than  all 

The  fairest  lands  on  earth, 
Home  of  the  bravest  of  the  brave, 

And  of  their  noble  birth. 
To  thee  this  heart  will  ever  cling. 
Whatever  changes  time  may  bring  ! 

Land  of  the  true,  where  freedom's  breath 

Inspires  the  best  below, 
Who  loves  thee  not  is  blind  indeed, 

Nor  yet  thy  worth  doth  know. 
On  ice-bound  station,  sun-burnt  veldt, 
What  love  to  thee  have  men  not  felt ! 

Thy  plighted  word  no  mirage  is, 
Which  weaker  States  behold. 

They  see  in  it  a  bulwark  strong 
'Gainst  evils  manifold. 

And  knowing  that  thy  aim  is  right 

They  follow  in  the  track  of  light 
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Whate'er  the  sacrifice  may  be 

For  truth  and  righteousness, 
In  far-off  climes  men  hear  thy  call, 

And  to  thy  side  they  press. 
For  come  what  may,  Duty  is  clear, 
To  serve  the  land  they  all  hold  dear ! 

May  vict'ry  crown  thy  worthy  cause 

When  foes  to  it  abound. 
And  may  thy  great  heroic  dead 

Enjoy  a  peace  profound  ! 
Then  wheresoe'er  thy  sons  may  roam, 
Will  hearts  beat  true  to  God  and  Home ! 

Gem  of  the  ocean,  peerless  Isle, 

A  mighty  Empire's  boast, 
May  He  Whose  laws  thou  dost  observe 

Safeguard  thy  rocky  coast. 
And  millions  e'er  have  cause  to  pray  ; 
Long  live  Old  England's  righteous  sway 
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C.    POWELL. 


ITALIA    RE  DENT  A. 


"  ITALIA  irredenta,"  the  lament 

And  cry  of  patriots  in  the  days  gone  by, 
Who  loved  their  country,  and  for  her  they  spent 

Their  lives  and  fortune,  and  dissolved  the  tie 
Oft  of  their  kith  and  kin,  as  forth  they  went 

To  other  lands,  or  in  their  own  to  die, 
Remained  in  Austrian  and  in  Bourbon  hands 
Immured  in  dungeons  by  their  harsh  commands. 

The  heroes  of  that  epoch  we  recall 

Who  planned  and  fought  beneath  a  stormy  sky  : 

Those  days  when  Italy  was  weak  ;    and  small 

The  prospect  seemed,  the  hour  seemed  ought  but 
nigh 

When  she  should,  answering  her  heroes,  call 

Her  land  her  own,  and  foreign  tyranny 
Be  chased  for  aye  from  the  Italian  soil, 
No  longer  of  an  alien  Power  the  spoil. 

Shades  of  Cavour,  Mazzini,  Garibaldi, 

To  you  in  these  last  days  our  minds  will  turn; 

You  played  your  parts,  and  the  abhorred  Tedeschi 
And  Bourbon  tyranny  you  made  to  learn 

The  lesson  that  brute  force  and  perfidy 

Are  vain  against  the  rights  which  they  would  spurn — 

Of  a  whole  nation  struggling  to  be  free 

And  daring  all  for  love  of  liberty. 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  15I 


And  now,  Italia  comes  forth  once  again 

To  claim  her  further  rights,  till  now  ignored. 

Alas  !  for  human  justice,  all  seems  vain  : 

Right  is  no  Right  if  not  urged  by  the  sword 

In  the  World's  Law  Courts  ;  and  he  who  would  gain 
His  cause,  must  such  Law  costs  freely  afford. 

For  the  World's  Ethics  are  somewhat  abstruse, 

And  only  workable  in  private  use. 

And  may  Italians  claim  to  lands  where  she 
Hears  her  melodious  language  spoken,  sons 

Of  Italy  who  of  her  people  be. 
Be  ratified,  if  thunder  of  the  guns 

Effects  the  union,  the  embracing  sea 

Will  join,  and  not  divide  her  severed  ones 

For  the  Italians,  Italy,  the  cry 

Goes  up,  Who  shall  their  race  this  right  deny  ? 

Now  a  new  phase  is  added  to  the  strife. 
The  war  of  giants  which  is  thundering  on 

As  back  to  back  we  stand,  fighting  for  life 
In  a  death-dealing  contest,  not  yet  won. 

The  atmosphere  around  us  is  all  rife 

With  tales  of  horrid  war  and  carnage  done. 

Welcome,  Italia,  to  the  fighting  line, 

Soon  on  thine  arms  and  ours  may  Victory  shine. 
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GEORGE    P.    QUICK,    M.A, 


A    CALL    TO    PATRIOTISM. 


"D  RITONS,  whose  Empire  extends  round  the  World, 
Whose  Flag  on  each  Ocean  and  Sea  is  unfurled, 
Whose  conquests  have  caused  a  well-merited  pride, 
Whose  forefathers  bled  for  their  Country  and  died, 
Let  those  heroes  of  old  your  true  courage  inspire. 
Go  forth  and  be  brave  in  the  thick  of  the  fire  : 
Hear  them  now  as  they  call  through  the  ages  to  you. 
To  God  and  your  Country  and  honour  be  true. 

Britons,  whose  lives  and  dear  homes  are  at  stake, 
Whose  friends  lie  in  trenches  to-day  for  your  sake, 
While  hosts  of  the  noble  and  faithful  and  brave 
Have  fallen  to  rest  in  some  far  foreign  grave, 
The  dying  and  wounded  are  pleading  with  you. 
To  God  and  your  Country  and  honour  be  true. 

Britons,  by  those  you  so  earnestly  love, 

By  heart-kindling  hope  of  re-union  above, 

To  save  your  dear  children  from  sorrow  and  shame. 

To  keep  your  old  homesteads  from  ruin  and  flame. 

Take  your  part  and  do  bravely  the  best  you  can  do. 

To  God,  King  and  Country  and  honour  be  true. 
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CANON    RAWNSLEY. 


Lieut.  WILLIAM  THOMAS  FORSHAW,  V.C. 

( Manchester   Territorials. ) 


"\A7'HERE  the  three  trenches  met,  with  hero  might 
Dauntless  and  skilled  the  thunderbolts  to  throw, 
He  kept  at  bay  the  swarming  Turkish  foe, 

Less  man  than  God-like  on  that  bloody  height ; 

War-worn  his  comrades  passed  from  forth  the  fight 
To  rest,  but  tireless,  leaping  to  and  fro, 
He  took  dark  Death  for  squire,  dealt  blow  on  blow 

Till  stars  looked  out  upon  the  second  night. 

There  is  another  star  that  shall  not  set, 

His  star  whose  warrior  heart  was  trained  in  peace, 
Who,  nursed  in  windy  Barrow,  knew  the  joy 
Of  those  who  fought  like  gods  at  'windy  Troy,' 
Who  left  upon  the  hills  of  Chersonese 
The  master's  word  no  scholars  will  forget. 

"The  Times." 
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FRANCIS    T.    READ. 


CHALLENGED. 


nTHOU  art  threatened,  England,  the  ruthless  Goth, 
Drunk  with  the  blood  of  weaker  States,  doth  dare 
In  thy  calm  countenance  to  fiercely  glare, 
Whilst  from  his  dewlap  drops  the  bestial  froth. 
England,  I  turn  me  from  his  impious  wrath, 

And  rest  my  eyes  o'er  fields  where  Autumn  weaves 

A  garland  of  sweet  peace  with  golden  sheaves. 
Festooned  with  fiowers  upon  an  emerald  cloth. 
I  see  a  hundred  towers  whose  belfries'  tongue 

Rang  out  defiance  to  the  Armada's  might ; 

And  taught  the  World  in  one  short  Summer's  night 
That  England  has  a  Shield  from  Centuries  won  : 

Alliance  between  Valour,  God  and  Right, 
A  triple  Union  that  our  Shakespeare  sung. 
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L.   A.   COMPTON-RICKETT. 


GATHERING    SONG. 


"It  may  be  in  yon  smoke  concealed 
Your  comrades  chase  even  now  the  fliers, 
And  but  for  you  possess  the  field." 

— Clotfgh. 


"pUGLE  of  Britain, 

Reveille  resounding, 
That  the  red  dawn  may  bring 
Life  more  abounding ; 
Sons  of  the  morning, 
Proud  let  your  speed  be, 
Arise  to  the  warning 
In  the  moments  that  need  ye. 

Bugle  of  Britain, 
Oft  have  ye  blown  before ; 
Sons  of  the  morning, 
Oft  have  ye  fought  before, 
Shouting  with  joy  as  those 
Glorying  in  their  woes, 
Blessing  their  mortal  foes, 
Sons  of  the  morning. 
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Stormy  the  dawn  indeed, 
Blood-red  and  lowering, 
When  shall  so  great  a  need 
Challenge  o'erpowering ; 
Quicker  your  stride  grows 
Than  Giant  Disaster, 
Swift  as  the  blood  out-fiows,- 
Faster  and  faster. 


Comfort  ? — We've  tasted  it, 

Seldom  comes  glory; 

Luxury  ? — Wasted  it, 

Tame  is  its  story ; 

Others  have  prouder  pains — 

Rilieman,  lancer — 

See  the  World's  open  veins. 

Answer,  O  answer  ! 

Sussex,  Northumberland, 

Cornwall  and  Cumberland, 
Ireland  and  Scotland  and  Wales  all  conspire  ; 

Gathering  like  a  tide, 

Far  o'er  the  country-side. 
As  to  the  blaze  of  a  beaconing  fire. 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  1 57 


Yea,  we  are  yet  as  bold 

As  in  the  wars  of  old, 
Castle  and  cottage  are  giving  their  best ; 

Down  the  long  warrior-line 

Youth  springs  as  leonine, 
All  the  race-memories  thronging  its  breast. 

Only  to  vie, 

Who  shall  first  die, 
Leaving  the  fields  of  unharvested  corn  ; 

The  women  to  reap, 

And  vigils  to  keep. 
For  a  trumpet  is  blowing,  is  blowing  at  morn. 


Too  long  have  we  watched  like  Achilles  aloof, 
Permitting  our  dearest  Patroclus  to  fall, 
His  supreme  sacrifice  is  to  us  a  reproof 
If  we  grasp  not  our  brand  and  leap  down  from 

the  wall ; 
Leap  down  as  the  hero  of  old  when  alone 
He  dropped  as  an  eagle  that  swoops  on  its  prey  ; 
Be  the  soul  of  the  Heroes  of  all  time  our  own ; 
Arm  !  arm  !  for  our  battle-cry  fills  the  whole  day. 
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THE   REV.    R.   ROSS,   Ph.D.,    F.R.S.L. 


THE   GREAT  WAR! 

1914—1915, 


"^  I  "HE    nations  seemed   to  slumber   and   the   weary 

■*■       thought  of  rest ; 

No  rude  alarms  e'er  ruffled  now  the  old  world's  peaceful 
breast ; 

For  had  not  Hague's  enmarbled  Halls  with  soporific 
dreams 

Enchanted  earth's  high  ruler's  all  with  soft  millenial 
beams  ! 

Man  to  his  fellow-man  Mas  friend  and  nought  could 
snap  love's  chain  ; 

No  more  could  friend  or  foeman  urge  fierce  conflict 
on  the  plain  ; 

Nor   lion's  roar  nor  serpent's  hiss  e'er  terrorise  the 
world  ; 

For  man  had,  by  his  own  great  might,  the   Flag  of 
Peace  unfurled  ! 

But  now  a  cloudy  speck  appeared  on  subtle  breezes 
borne, — 

Like    vulture   in   the    dawning   sky  preheralding   the 
morn  ; 

It  waxed  and  waned  and  waxed  again,  and  still  more 
threatening  grew, 

Till  the  heavens  were  black  and  lurid  and  war's  foul 
lightnings  flew  ! 
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And  'mid  the  storm  an  awful  form  loomed  darksome 
o'er  the  earth, 

Who  for  a  generation  long  had  sought  to  bring  to 
birth 

The  downfall  of   all  human  power,  all  Kingship  but 
his  own, 

And   as    "  Imperial    Murderer "    to    mount   the    wide 
world's  throne. 

From  sea  to  sea,  on  every  shore,  war's  tocsin  sounded 
shrill ! 

And  British  blood,  in  every  clime,  leaped  wild  with 
sudden  thrill  ! 

And  every  party  feud  was  hushed,  swift  Union  reigned 
supreme  ! 

And  the  sighs  and  prayers  of  anxious  years  fulfilled 
as  in  a  dream. — 

Astounded    at    weak    Belgium's    power,  and   stunned 
by  Gallic  blow, 

Driv'n  mad  by  British  insolence,  confronting  such  a 
foe! 

By  sea,  by  land,  aloft  in  air,  he  strove  and  strove  in 
vain 

To  crush  out  sacred  Liberty  and  rivet  slavish  chain. 

Such   weapons    ne'er   before    saw   light,    such    deeds 
foul  darkness  claimed  ! 

Satanic  gifts  in  fiendish  might  Hell's  blackest  minions 
shamed ! 

The  whole  world  stood  aghast,  amazed  at  "Kultur's" 
hideous  ways, 

And  vowed  that  Armageddon  strife  had  reached  the 
latter  days. 
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The   great    Colossus   of    the    north    his    giant   form 

uprears  ! 
And    classic    Rome    unsheaths   the    sword  and  flings 

aside  her  fears  ! 
Bold  Balkan  tribesmen  oscillate,  but  lust  to  take  the 

field! 
And  "Right"  'gainst  "Might"  its  banner  waves,  and 

knows  not  how  to  yield. 

Now    Moslem    power   is    sinking   'neath   the    ocean 
depths  of  Time, 

So    long   foretold — so    long   delayed — by  records   all 
sublime  ! 

The  Austro-Hun  is  sore  dismayed,  his  judgment  long- 
outrun  ! 

And   the    Day    of    Doom    seems    hastening   for   all 
beneath  the  sun. 

For  God  the    Lord    loves   Truth    and    Right, — "  The 
God  of  Truth"  is  He  : 

His    will   to    spread  true  manliness  abroad  from  sea 

to  sea; 
He    loud    proclaims — "  Men  !    know   the    Truth   and 

Truth  shall  make  you  Free  "  ! 

And  "he  who  follows  in    My   Way  shall  know  true 
Liberty." 

Defend  the   Right,  Thou  God  of  Might!    Our  "God 

of  Battles"  be! 
O'erwhelm  our  foes,  we  humbly  pray,  in  air,  on  land, 

on  sea : 
And    hasten    on    the   time    foretold    when  trouble  all 

shall  cease ; 
When  beings   all,  in  Earth  and  Heaven,  shall  hymn 

God's  Song  of  Peace. 
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JOHN    ROWLANDS,    F.R.S.L. 


THE    YOUNG    RECRUIT'S   FAREWELL, 


"PAREWELL,  my  sweet  xMary, 
My  darling,  my  dearie, 

I'm  off  to  the  Front,  o'er  the  wave; 
You  like  me  in  khaki — 
Your  eyes  tell  me  plainly — 

So  now  you  and  I  must  be  brave. 

I  will  not  dishonour. 

Beneath  that  high  banner, 
The  colours  that  warm  us  anew  ; 

When  th'  battle  is  raging, 

Life's  valour  engaging, 
I'll  vanquish  when  thinking  of  you. 

Our  walk  o'er  the  mountain. 

By  fallow  and  fountain. 
Will  always  be  green  in  my  breast ; 

And  when  I  am  bleeding, 

I'll  think  thou  art  kneeling — 
My  Mary,  my  pride,  and  my  best. 
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I  know — let  me  linger — 

No  ring  decks  thy  finger — 
The  hand  I  have  pressed  and  have  kissed  ; 

But  round  us  adorning, 

There's  gold  like  the  morning, 
The  love  that  all  heaven  would  have  missed. 

So  now,  my  sweet  lassie — 

Your  eyes  they  are  glassie — 
Tell  others  to  follow  the  band  ; 

Old  England  is  waking, 

The  Empire's  pulsating, 
To  love  is  to  fight  for  your  land. 

One  kiss  ere  we  sever, 

But,  lass,  not  for  ever. 
The  dews  of  my  heart  drink  thou  free  ; 

My  country  is  calling. 

My  bosom  is  warming, 
Adieu  !  there's  my  honour  for  thee. 
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E.   G.   SARGENT. 


HYMN  FOR   USE  IN  TIME  OF  WAR. 
"Give   Peace  in  our  time,  O  Lord." 


"jDEACE  on  the  Earth  !"  Ah,  bright-winged  throng! 
Where  is  that  "  Peace  "  which  tuned  your  song 

Who  hailed  the  Saviour's  birth  ? 
Long  centuries  have  passed  since  then  : 
Yet  men  still  slay  their  brother-men, 

And  desolate  the  Earth  ! 

Great  Prince  of  Peace !  When  wilt  Thou  reign  ? 
When  spread  "Goodwill  on  Earth"  again? 

When  break  the  spear  and  sword  ? 
When  will  the  Nations  of  the  World, 
Beneath  the  flag  of  Peace  unfurled. 

Own  Thee  their  common  Lord  ? 

Thou  Christ  who  stilled  Gennesaret's  wave ! 
Stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  arm  to  save  ; 

Exert  Thy  sovereign  will : 
Speak  over  sea  and  sky  and  land 
Thine  irresistible  command, 

Thy  gentle  "  Peace,  be  still !  " 
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REV.  JAMES  SILVESTER,  M.A.,  F.R.Hist.S. 


SOUND    THE    ALARM! 


OOUND  the  alarm,  O  ye  lieges  of  Britain, 

Wake  to  the  tidings  that  come  from  afar, 
Haste  to  the  help  of  a  brave  nation  smitten, 
Arm  for  the  conflict  and  join  in  the  war. 

Refrain  : 
Sound  the  alarm,  sound  the  alarm, 
Sound  the  alarm,  and  join  in  the  war. 

Hurl  back  the  wicked  Teutonic  aggression, 
Heed  not  the  hypocrite  prayer  for  the  wrong, 

March  to  the  downfall  of  Kaiser  oppression, 
Quit  you  like  men  and  in  God  be  ye  strong. 

Put  not  your  trust  in  your  chariots  and  horses, 
Firm  in  the  faith  of  your  cause  must  ye  be, 

Vain  is  the  power  of  material  forces 
Over  the  spirit  that  claims  to  be  free. 

Men  of  the  nation  so  often  victorious, 
Sons  of  your  fathers  who  battled  of  yore. 

Count  life  and  death  to  be  equally  glorious 
As  ye  contend  for  the  right  evermore. 

Sound  the  alarm  then,  and  take  up  your  stations. 
Fight  ye  and  labour  and  watch  ye  and  pray, 

Welcome  God's  peace  for  the  union  of  nations 
As  on  you  dawneth  His  victory's  bright  day. 
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CHARLES    PRESTON    STEVENSON. 


QUEEN    OF   NIGHT. 

A  Mother's  Reverie. 


A' 


S  on  thy  gilded  splendour, 

From  the  window  in  my  parlour, 
I  gaze  on  thy  full  beauty  in  the  stillness  all 
profound. 

The  rivers  catch  thy  radiance — 
The  dark  trees  in  the  pleasaunce — 
Keep  watch  and  ward,  while  sleep  in  peace  my 
lov'd  ones  all  around. 

From  scenes  like  these  I  ponder, 

On  the  battle's  awful  thunder, 

Where  height  and  valley  blaze  with  fire,  eclipsing 
thy  fair  light, 

Where  earth  and  air  are  trembling 
While  the  mortar  guns  are  sending 
Messengers  of  death  to  all  o'erwhelmed  in  the 
fight. 
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And  when  the  turmoil's  ended, 
And  the  wounded  gently  tended 
By  the  pale  light — illumined  on  the  carnage  all 
around, 
On  one  white  face  it  gleameth 
In  sleep  serene  it  seemeth, 
Alas  !  He  knows  no  waking — 'tis  in  death  he 
sleeps  profound. 

I  knoAv'st  thou  see'st  him  lying 
'Midst  his  Comrades  dead  and  dying 
And  as  thou  sail'st  the  midnight  sky,  would 
I  were  bv  his  side! 
But  gentle  hands  will  leave  him 
A  white  cross  rear'd  above  him 
O  !  Son  of  mine — my  Hero,  for  thy  King  and 
Country  died  ! 
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FRANCIS    SEYMOUR    STEVENSON. 


ON   A    HERO'S    COAT   OF   ARMS. 

November  19th,  1914. 


"jVTO  vain  unmeaning  emblems  lend 

A  borrowed  glamour.      Heraldry, 
Here  truthful,  shows  how  all  may  blend 

To  keep  our  Empire  strong  and  free. 
In  danger's  hour,  with  one  accord, 

A  Briton  and  a  Goorkha  stand 
By  lion.  Eastern  Crown  and  sword : 

Thus  East  and  West  are  hand  in  hand. 


"Virtute  et  valore  !"  Far 

Are  Delhi,  Lucknow,  Kandahar  ; 

Yet  Ind  was  near  him  where  he  died, 
And  France  the  loved  was  like  Lahore, 
With  turbaned  troops  and  guns  galore. 

Be  victory's  star — his  star — our  guide  ! 
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JAMES    STORRIE. 

(J.  B.  S.  Storrey). 


A     SONG     OF    THE    FLAG. 


J-JUES  of  cornflower,  rose,  and  lily! 

Mark  the  rich  device  you  see  ; 
We  must  face  it,  willy  nilly, 
What  it  means  to  you  and  me. 

Red  and  white  for  Merry  England, 
With  a  cross  gules  for  her  saint ; 

Blue  and  white  for  Bonnie  Scotland, 
With  the  saltire  of  her  saint. 

Lo  !  the  cross,  too,  of  Emerald  Ireland  ;- 

(St.  David  is  ever  the  heir 
To  the  throne  of  the  greater  sire-land, 

Liege  to  St.  George  debonair). 

'Tis  the  flag  of  the  Saints  Triune, 

Of  the  great  Britannic  land. 
That  is  sweeping  to  her  high  noon, 

Splendent  in  rubrical  command. 
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'Tis  an  emblem  of  our  glory, 
Symbol  of  the  living  soul, 

Born  from  the  spirit  of  our  story, 
Winged  for  empyrean  goal. 

'Tis  the  Union  Jack  of  Britain, 
National  banner  of  our  race, 

That  may,  at  the  will  of  the  Witan, 
Wave  o'er  us  in  W^ar  or  Peace. 

It  is  now  unfurled  for  battle. 
And  it  is  a  sacred  thing, 

To  rally  at  the  War  drum's  rattle. 
To  fight  for  our  Land  and  King. 

Ne'er  since  birth  of  pristine  lustre, 
Was  its  Call  more  clear  to  you. 

To  haste  'neath  its  folds  and  muster, 
Pink  of  Britain's  manhood  true. 

Far  into  the  ranks  I  fling  it 

Of  the  ruthless  enemy  ; 
Britons  !  it  is  yours  to  bring  it 

Back  untarnished  in  victory. 

October,  1914. 
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J.     TAYLOR. 


TO    ARMS! 


"  I  "O    Arms  !    To  Arms  !    the  Call  is    heard   through 
Europe  near  and  far, 

And  friendly  nations  all  around  are  marshalling  for 
war. 

To  Arms  !    To  Arms !    the  Call  resounds  throughout 
our  native  land, 

And    Britons,  young  and   old,  respond  to    England's 
just  demand. 

Has    reason    left    her    lofty    throne  ?     Has    wisdom 
stepped  aside 

While  human  lives  are  sacrificed  to  vanity  and  pride  ? 

Diplomacy  has  failed,  alas — the  hope  of  peaceful  men — 

And   fierce  the  warlike  spirit  rules  the  nations  once 
again. 
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Can  these  be  Christian  nations,  and  this  God's  holy 

will 
That    man    should   be  employed  by  man  his  brother 

man  to  kill  ? 
Must  scientific  progress  and  invention  of  to-day 

Be  turned  against  mankind  at  large  to  slaughter  and 
to  slay? 

Oh,  God  of  mercy,  hear  the  cry  of  wounded  on  the  field. 

For  widows,  orphans,  loved  ones  all,  and  be  their  help 

and  shield. 
Let   men   behold    in    this    dark    day   the    bright  and 

morning  Star, 

And  scatter  Thou  the  people  that  delight  themselves 
in  War. 


^7^  A    HUNDRED    BEST    POEMS 


T.     TELFORD. 


THE    CHILDREN'S    CALL. 


'pHEY'VE  hung  their  gifts  in  the  festive  Hall, 

And  lighted  their  Christmas  tree, 
They  have  set  your  chair  and  gone  to  call 
From  the  grey  cliffs  by  the  sea. 

They  rose  this  morn  at  the  break  of  day 
And  crossed  the  glistening  lawn — 

For  they  could  not  eat,  and  would  not  play, 
But  mused  on  the  beach  alone. 

For  they  thought  that  Father  Christmas  might 

Bring  you  in  their  bag  of  toys, 
So  laid  awake  through  the  long  dark  night 

And  counted  their  Christmas  joys. 

But  you  did  not  come,  night  followed  day, 

And  the  voice  of  mirth  was  dead  ; 
They  could  not  eat,  and  they  would  not  play, 

But  wept  as  they  w^ent  to  bed. 
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And  to-night  we've  called  their  playmates  in — 
They've  come  to  our  Christmas  tree — 

They  have  sought  for  you,  and  sang  the  hymn 
Which  you  used  to  sing  to  me. 

They  dance  and  romp  as  they  did  of  old — 

I  was  glad,  my  dear,  they  came  ; 
For  each  one  brought  his  nugget  of  gold 

And  a  torch  of  love  to  fiame. 

My  heart  and  home  for  you  seemed  to  eome, 
And  were  kissing  my  cheeks  again  ; 

And  I  heard  the  Bugle  and  the  Drum, 
And  my  heart  was  with  the  slain. 

For  I  could  not  rest  till  the  postman  brought 

A  message  that  all  was  well, 
And  told  how  you  and  your  men  had  fought 

In  the  face  of  shot  and  shell. 
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REV.   A.   A.   TOMS,   M.A.    LL.B, 


SOLDIER'S    CAROL. 

"Princeps    Pads." 


o 


)NCE  while  all  the  world  lay  sleeping, 
Long,  long  ago, 
Guardian  shepherds,  vigil  keeping, 

Long,  long  ago. 
Saw  the  Vision,  watch'd  the  splendour, 
Heard  the  praises  Angels  render, 
Heav'nly  melodies  most  tender 
Long,  long  ago. 

Echoes  still  that  Song  of  Beauty, 

E'en  yet  to-day. 
'Mid  the  bugle-notes  of  duty. 

E'en  yet  to-day ; 
List  ye  soldiers  !  strong,  enduring, 
Wrong  avenging,  troth  securing, 
Righteous  peace  on  earth  restoring, 

E'en  yet  to-day ! 

Speed  the  Song  of  Heav'nly  Gladness, 

"  Peace  and  Goodwill !'' 
O'er  a  world  of  bitter  sadness, 

"  Peace  and  Goodwill !" 
Cheer  for  ev'ry  valiant  darer. 
Comfort  for  each  burden-bearer, 
Telling  of  an  earth  made  fairer, 

"  Peace  and  Goodwill !" 
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A.   R.   TREMEARNE. 


THE    RABBI   AND    THE    CRUCIFIX. 


A  H,  could  I  dare  to  ask  my  poet  soul 

To  venture  near  the  courts  of  Highest  Heaven, 
Then  surely  'twould  behold  a  temple  built, 
Girt  with  stars  seven. 

Within  a  waiting  place  of  happy  souls 
I  see  thee,  even  I  may  dare  to  come. 
And  peep  between  the  pillars  of  wrought  gold, 
Trouble  the  sun. 

My  hands  may  even  draw  aside  the  veil 
Of  silken  rose  that  hideth  thee  awhile, 
And  I  may  see  thy  white  soul's  lovely  grace, 
Full  perfumed  vial. 

Dost  thou  remember  on  the  battle-field 
A  son  of  God,  imploring  thee  to  hold 
The  figure  of  the  Crowned  upon  the  Cross, 
And  thou  wert  bold  ! 
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Before  his  dying  eyes  thou  didst  lift  up, 

The  Lord  of  Life  and  Death,  and  of  sweet  Sleep, 
And  while  he  found  Eternal  Life  to  come 
'Twas  thine  to  keep  ! 

Thou  didst  but  hold  a  picture  of  thyself. 

From  thy  vast  ancient  race  the  Saviour  came. 
Thou  and  the  soldier-lad  were  suddenly 
Kissed  by  stigmata  flame. 

From  henceforth  write  not  any  more  a  Jew, 

But  of  the  chosen  people  of  the  Lord, 
Descendants  of  the  mightiest,  grandest  race. 
Ancestry  sanctified  by  sword. 

When  thou  didst  lift  the  figure  of  the  Lord, 

The  angels  ceased  and  sudden  hushed  their  song. 
The  great  Tersanctus  died  on  fiery  lips, 
Stilled  the  angelic  throng. 

Surely  my  Lord  rose  from  His  jewelled  throne, 

And  Blessed  Mary  fanned  a  stream  of  prayer, 
Heaven  in  utter  silence  wondered  still, 
At  that  which  happened  there. 

Down  all  the  ages  of  this  world  of  ours 

Was  this  prepared  and  fore-ordained  by  God ; 
He  hath  not  wrought  a  mightier  deed  than  this, 
By  any  rod. 
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0  Rabbi,  let  me  come  and  kiss  the  dust, 

The  very  dust  on  which  thou  once  didst  stand, 

1  am  not  fit  to  kiss  thy  feet  or  robe, 

Or  touch  thy  hand. 

But  let  me  come  and  touch  the  specks  of  earth, 

The  atoms  at  thy  feet  at  that  great  time ; 
Whoever  in  this  world  hath  wrought  a  deed 
One-half  like  thine  ? 

So  now  in  those  mysterious  courts  of  Heaven, 

Amidst  the  p;reatest  saints  thou  soon  shalt  be 
Hath  any  saint  a  brighter  crown  than  thine  ? 
Thyself  canst  see. 

There  is  no  temple  we  can  rear  as  fit 

To  grave  thy  deed  for  memory  of  mankind 
No  gold  is  pure  enough  to  write  the  words, 
None  can  we  find. 

But  in  some  other  temple  there  it  stands, 
This  deed  of  thine  in  whitest  living  fire, 
Thou  Rabbi  and  the  Christian  soldier-lad, 
Have  your  desire ! 
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WILLIAM    TREND. 


H.M.S.     BULWARK. 

Britannia  to  her  lost  seamen  : 


IWIY  gallant  seamen,  not  in  battle  slain, 

Sepulchred  in  the  harbour  of  the  deep. 
Be  thine  the  triumph  over  short-lived  pain, 
And  thine  the  garland  of  beloved  sleep. 
Alas !  I  grieve  as  one  of  sons  bereft — 
How  great  the  toll,  how  small  the  remnant  left. 

Did  Fate  decree  what  Mars  would  not  command — 
The  lightning  stroke,  the  vital  shaft  of  fire, 

Sent  forth  from  chaos  by  no  human  hand, 
Yet  granting  Mars  her  covetous  desire  ? 

Howe'er  it  fell,  beneath  this  cross  I  bow 

And  weep  for  thee  with  those  who  mourn  thee  now. 

O  faithful  stewards  folded  by  the  waves, 

To  life  devoted  and  to  life  restored, 
The  wreaths  of  Empire  live  above  thy  graves. 

Thy  anchor  faith  on  firm  foundation  moored. 
On  deck  of  honour  at  the  King's  parade 

The  morn  is  thine  to  never,  never  fade, 
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O  shining  river  surging  to  the  sea, 
Enrolled  in  mighty  volume  of  unrest, 

How  steals  thy  dirge  as  mist  of  mystery — 

"Sea  foam  for  shrouds,  as  East  illumes  the  West." 

Yet  o'er  the  seascape  I  behold  no  sign 

Where  thou  art  cradled  with  those  gems  of  mine. 

Yet  in  this  sorrow  I  rejoice  to  know 

My  Lord  Who  made  me  doth  award  me  strength, 
That  by  His  Throne,  around,  above,  below, 

Lie  treasures  hid  to  be  revealed  at  length. 
What  seemeth  loss  shall  be  accounted  gain. 
Farewell,  my  seamen,  and  adieu  till  then. 

Duty's  behests  which  ye  in  life  obeyed 
Appeal  to  me,  and  I  am  proud  to  yield 

To  widowed  hearts  and  children  sorely  weighed 
With  grief,  too  sad  for  tears,  my  heart,  my  shield. 

Ye  gallant  souls,  life's  victory  is  thine, 

The  needs  of  those  ye  bore  and  loved  are  mine. 


l8o  A    HUNDRED     BEST    POEMS 


EDWARD     URWICK, 


THE    BRITISH    CROWD. 


JWTany  there  are  in  every  street 

Who  never  heard  the  great  guns  roar, 
Who  know  not  how  a  hostile  fleet 

Would  look  when  sailing  to  our  shore. 
Yet,  should  the  need  arise,  their  hands 

Are  willing,  and  their  hearts  are  proud. 
Mark  well,  trained  hosts  of  other  lands, 

That  seething  mass  we  call  the  "  Crowd." 

They  are  not  heroes  in  their  gait, 

They  have  no  lust  for  pomp  and  show  ; 
Their's  is  the  patience  that  can  wait 

Till  called  upon  to  strike  the  blow. 
They  do  the  work  fate  gives  to  do 

Nor  crave  for  strife  with  pratings  loud, 
Yet  Trafalgar  and  Waterloo 

Were  won  by  what  we  call  the  "  Crowd." 
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The  kindly  father  in  whose  voice 

Are  tones  to  soothe  his  wailing  child, 
The  plain,  strong  youth,  some  poor  maid's  choice, 

Filled  with  no  dreams  of  conflict  wild ; 
These  change  when  called  to  arms,  and  rise 

With  chivalry's  old  fire  endowed, 
The  light  of  conquest  in  their  eyes, 

They  march,  the  noble  British  "  Crowd." 

Honour  and  Glory  oft  have  stirred 

The  patriotic  horde  to  song ; 
Plain  duty  is  the  household  word 

Best  known  among  our  nation's  throng — 
Honour  and  glory,  true,  they  love, 

What  nobler  garb  than  warrior's  shroud  ? 
But  duty  is  the  word  above 

All  others  for  the  British  "Crowd." 
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F.   W.   ORDE  WARD. 


'A     HOLY    WAR." 

(The  Deserted  Garden). 


TT  was  a  book  of  history,  all  the  years 

Had  breathed  thereon  and  written 
Right  pleasant  stories  out  of  smiles  and  tears  ; 
White-winged  faiths  and  yet  diviner  fears 
Had  loitered  here,  and  left  their  human  track ; 
With  ivy  walls  were  bitten, 
But  still  its  tenure  gave  more  beauty  back. 
Laughter  lay  there,  and  melody  of  bees 
That  moved  and  murmured  among  centuried  trees. 

Flowers  bloomed  and  faded,  the  old-fashioned  flowers 

That  now  are  never  granted 

A  place  'mid  scentless  roses  and  mock  bowers  ; 

Their  petals  fell  on  me  in  shining  showers, 

A  storm  of  raining  loveliness  that  broke 

Fresh  from  past  worlds  enchanted. 

While  every  thorn  and  every  thistle  spoke. 

I  could  have  fancied,  here  and  there,  a  Faun 

With  furry  ears  peeped  from  some  distant  dawn. 
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My  love  and  pity  planted  it  with  bruit 

Of  brooks  and  children  brawling, 

Patter  of  baby  feet  and  fond  pursuit  ; 

I  hunof  the  brambles  with  delicious  fruit, 

And  in  the  briars  I  pictured  golden  grapes. 

With  softest  breezes  calling, 

I  marked  sweet  eldritch  bats  with  velvet  capes. 

While  stately  women,  too,  and  gallant  men 

Came  at  the  bidding  of  a  dreamer's  ken. 

But  fire  and  sword  had  gone  their  dreadful  way 

And  through  those  shadows  trodden 

A  trail  of  blood  where  innocents  should  play  : 

In  colour  not  their  own  green  leaves'  array 

Were  scrabbled  over  with  a  foreign  script 

And  by  red  dew  seemed  sodden, 

The  lilies  put  forth  lingers  scarlet-tipt. 

Ah,  in  that  cloister,  victims  of  hell  strife 

With  writhen  hands  and  feet  yet  clutched  at  life. 

O  there  were  faces  very  grave  and  still 

Majestic  made  by  dying, 

As  though  by  suffering  purged  of  every  ill, 

And  every  taint  that  slew  but  could  not  kill ; 

O  thus  baptised  in  horror  they  had  wrung 

Relief  from  mercy  fiying. 

That  left  them  washed  and  clean  again  and  young. 

Dim  death  was  but  the  twilight  of  new  morn, 

Through  agony  the  better  world  is  born. 
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J.   C.    D.   WHELAN. 


ITALIA! 

ITALIA  !  Italia  !  thy  star 

Is  brightly  glowing  in  the  firmament 
Of  Heaven,  and  now  it  portents  blood  and  war, 
And  to  destroy  the  German  thou  art  bent  ; 
Thus  thou  goest  forth  with  this  thy  fierce  intent 
To  take  thy  part  in  Europe's  mighty  War; 
And  may  the  veil  of  Teuton  power  be  rent, 
And  Germany  be  curbed  for  evermore. 
Then  Onward,  Italy  !  and  let  thy  cannon  roar  ! 

In  ancient  days  your  country  was  beset 

By  many  a  fierce  and  many  a  dangerous  foe, 

And  for  your  country's  happiness  a  debt 

Of  gratitude  to  your  brave  sires  you  owe ; 

But  never  such  a  mighty  deadly  foe 

Your  land  has  had  to  meet  in  all  its  past 

As  that  which  now,  'mid  scenes  of  death  and  woe. 

Doth  seek  your  beauteous  countryside  to  blast, 

And  tries  with  bloody  hand  to  spread  destruction  vast. 

And  now  indeed  you  need  your  every  son 
To  fight  your  battles  in  the  bloody  field, 
And  bravely  to  withstand  the  ruthless  Hun 
With  whose  fierce  onset  all  the  world  has  reeled, 
We  know  that  thou  wilt  never  tamely  yield, 
But  boldly  strike  the  tyrant  to  the  ground  ; 
And  soon  his  fate  for  ever  will  be  sealed, 
And  Europe's  madman  finally  be  bound, — 
Then  at  the  end  may  thou,  Italia,  be  found  ! 
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T.     WHITEHEAD. 


WELCOME! 

TO  THE  BELGIAN  REFUGEES. 

(In  reply  to  Anna  Content  in  the  "Times.") 


"DELGIANS,  you  are  welcome, 

Welcome  in  our  home, 
Welcome  in  this  little  isle 

Where  in  freedom  you  may  roam. 

While  with  our  brave  Allies 
We  can  hold  the  foe  in  hand, 

You  are  safe  within  our  little  isle 
Until  we've  cleared  thy  land. 

We  know  it  is  so  hard  for  thee 

To  roam — a  refugee. 
But  we  bid  you  welcome  to  this  land 

So  try — leave  thy  cares  to  flee. 

Though  you  think  of  dear  ones 

As  they  fight  out  there, 
Remember,  too,  there  is  a  home 

In  England  free  from  care. 

You  are  welcome  in  old  England, 
In  this  land  of  freedom,  you 

Will  be  watched  o'er  and  protected 
By  the  old  red,  white  and  blue ! 
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LUCIEN    WILLIAMS. 


WE'RE    BRITISH   ALL   THE    WAY. 


OOLDIER-MAN  !  we  need  you  !  as  we  never  did 
^    before, 

What  is  honour  ?     What  is  glory  ?     This  is  war — 
real  war. 

Soldier-man  !  there's  fighting  to  be  done  with  all  your 
might, 

We  have  something  to  defend,  and  its  '  this  '  the  cause 
of  right. 

The  story  is  not  hard  to  tell,  since  friends  have  turned 
to  foes, 

We've  got  to  teach  them  what  '  truth  '  means,  as 
everybody  knows, 

And  here  we're  going  to  prove  that  we  will  surely  win 
or  die. 

It's  up  to  every  Englishman  to  tell  the  reason  why. 

There  are  rivers  now  still  flowing  with  the  blood  of 
comrades  true, 

Every  man  a  '  Hero,'  born — we  raise  our  hats  to  you, 

Each  and  all  a  sacrifice — a  sacrifice  must  make, 

What  matter  if  it's  you  or  I — It's  all  for  England's  sake. 

Mr.  Kaiser,  you  may  be  a  mighty  man  it's  true, 

But  you've  forgot  that  little  lot — the  old  red-white-and- 
blue. 

Our  Empire  was  not  built  in  vain,  we  do  not  act  a  lie, 

It's  up  to  every  Englishman  to  teach  the  reason  why. 
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Gallant  Sons  of  England,  while  you're  fighting  far 

away, 
We'll  not  forget  what's  needed  just  to  cheer  you 

through  the  fray. 
We'll  give  our  pence  and  shillings — we'll  surrender 

every  all, 
We'll  work  for  you  both  night  and  day — no  matter 

what  befall. 

So  when  we  ring  the  curtain  down  and  each  has  played 
a  part, 

Perhaps  many  a  loved  one  left  behind — and  many  a 
breaking  heart, 

Britannia  still  shall  rule  the  waves,  our  flag  shall  ever 

fly. 

And  it's  up  to  every  Englishman  to  prove  the  reason 
why. 

So  again  we  hear  the  cry — '  Be  British  ! ' 

Again  we  hear  the  cry — 'Be  True  ! ' 
True  to  the  call  of  everything  that  comes  under 

The  old  red-white-and-blue. 
Why  should  we  worry  all  because  a  German  Brag 

Did  boast  at  war  he'd  show  us  how  to  play — 
Win  the  race — they  might — in  this, 

But  when  it  comes  to  '  face  the  music,' 
Why — we're  British  all  the  way. 
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G.    H.    WILLIAMSON. 


FOR    KING    AND     COUNTRY. 


LJARK!    The   guns    of    Great    Britannia  roll  their 
thunders  o'er  the  sea, 

And  the  bolts  of  Death  are  speaking  for  the  Country 

of  the  Free. 
From  the  hills  and  plains  of  Europe  rings  the  clash  of 

flashing  steel, 
While  the  bravest,  best,  and  stoutest  'neath  the  shock 

of  legions  reel ! 

"Your  King  and  Country  need  you  !"  Will  you  shirk 

the  thrilling  call 
While  "flannelled  fools''  still  palter  with  the  racket, 

bat  and  ball  ? 
Will  you  stake  your  Country's  honour,  her  liberty  and 

life 
While  your  brothers  front  the  death-storm  of  a  vast, 

unequal  strife  ? 

Gird  you,  brace    you,    arm    you,    man  you :    lest   the 

blush  of  Woman's  shame 
Fire  the  cheeks  that  bear  your  kisses,  and  disgrace 

your  manhood's  name  ! 
With  the  blood  of  Britain's  bravest  ye  are  bought  to 

do  or  die  ! — 
To   arms!     "Your    Country    needs    you!"     Let    the 

coward  shirk  or  fly. 
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G.   H.   WILSON,   F.R.S.L. 


THE    MAD  KAISER'S   FOLLY. 


'^  I  "IS  said  the  Kaiser  has  proclaimed, 

He  will  be  King  of  all  the  earth — 
All  other  Kings  must  be  subdued. 
He  therefore  raised  this  hellish  feud, 

To  which  his  vaunted  pride  gave  birth. 

"  The  Crown  of  Britain  I  will  wear, 

"  'Tis  mine,  by  Right  Divine,"  said  he, 
"  I'll  make  the  Empires  shake  with  fear, 
"  I'll  conquer  with  gun,  sword  and  spear, 
"  And  lead  my  hosts  to  victory." 

This  monster  also  has  declared — 

"  Meinself  und  Gott,  will  conquerors  rise  !  " 
What  blasphemy  to  come  from  one 
Whose  sole  defence  is  sword  and  gun, 

While  right  and  honour  he  defies ! 

And  so  this  War-lord  has  defied 

The  Allied  Armies,  East  and  North  : 

His  murderous  forces  he  has  led, 

The  blood  of  innocents  to  shed — 

Through  neutral  Belgium  led  them  forth. 

But  this  mad  monarch  must  be  crushed, 

His  throne  must  totter  to  its  fall. 
The  Allied  Empires  must  succeed. 
We  must  cut  off  the  hand  of  greed, 
We  must  obey  the  Nation's  Call ! 
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THE   INVESTITURE, 

(To  ALL  V.C.'S). 


TNTO  the  presence  of  the  king.     His  face 

On  thine.    Yet  thou  less  brave  to  meet  his  eye 
Than  do  the  deed  that  lends  thee  majesty 

And  gives,  before  a  court,  thy  presence  grace. 

Into  the  presence  of  the  king— thy  place, 
For  thou  has  offered  all  unfalteringly 
And  seen  the  King  of  Death  go  sweeping  by, 

So  standest  thou  where  always  stand  thy  race, 

Before  their  kings.     Men,  let  what  e'er  befall, 
Who  fearless  hear  the  music  of  Death's  wings 

With  hearts  that  his  fell  stroke  cannot  appal ; 
For  they  behold  that  heaven  about  him  clings. 

Death  !    What  is  death,  but  to  the  brave  a  call 
Into  the  presence  of  the  King  of  Kings  ? 
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HAROLD    YEANDLE. 


CECIL, 


\rOU  went — not  deep,  but  good;  not  glad,  but  true- 

And  took  that  rifle  in  your  youth  for  me, 

And  shamed  those  older  men  who  could  not  see 

That  now  a  bigger  debt  must  have  its  due 

Than  those  which  in  their  books  and  bills  accrue, 
And  richer  red  from  arteries  must  be 
Than  ever  inked  a  pen  ;    a  precious  fee 

Disbursed,  more  urgent  than  the  greedy  knew 

And  now  entrenched  in  War's  gaunt  counting-house 
With  millions  more  a  clerk  you  stand,  to  send 

As  much  return  as  finite  time  allows 

For  compound  crimes  we  cannot  comprehend. 

Upon  the  waiting  lines  scribe  well  your  shot. 

And  apt  precision  point  your  figured  lot ! 
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L'ENVOI 


LAST    POST 


OUT  of  night  a  bugle  blows, 
Soft  and  clear  the  cadence  fiows, 
Sweeter,  stro?iger  still  it  groivs, — 
Last  Post  is  sounding. 

Sobbing  low  the  last  note  goes. 
Now  no  more  the  tent-light  glows, 
Soldier's  day  is  at  its  close, — 
Last  Post  has  sounded. 

HAROLD  SHERWOOD  SPENCER 
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